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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Ihe numerous and respectable subscribers tx> 
this volume are well entitled to the warmest 
acknowIe(%ment8 of the Editor, and she begs 
they will do her the honour to accept her grate- 
flil thanks, which are presented with a deep and 
cordial sense of the kind and generous motives 
that have led them to &vour this collection of 
Poems with their countenance and liberality. 
But what will please them more than any thanks 
which she can offer, is the assurance, that they 
have enabled her, in a year so peculiarly un- 
favourable for such an undertaking, to promote 
the object for which it is published far beyond 
what she could have hoped, and that they have 
thereby done a permanent service to one who is 
worthy of receiving it. 
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which does the more enhance their kindness in 
contributing to this collection. 

She ought not to omit mentioning that the 
liberality of her bookseller, printer, and stationer, 
have reduced the expjehces of publication to 
those merely of cost charges^ 
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MAC DUFF'S CROSS, 



A DRAMA. 



1/ 







PRELUDE. 



Nay, smile not, lady, when I speak of witchcraft, 
And say that still there lurks amongst our glens 
Some touch of strange enchantment. — Mark that frag- 
ment, 
I mean that rough-hewn block of massive stone. 
Placed on the summit of this mountain pass. 
Commanding prospect wide o'er field and fell, 
And peopled village, and extended moorland. 
And the wide ocean and majestic Tay, 
And the &r distant Grampians* — Do not deem it 
A looseneJ portion of the neighbouring rock, 
Detach'd by storm and thunder, — • 'twas the pedestal 
On which, in ancient times, a cross was rear'd. 
Carved o'er with words which foil'd philologists ; 
And the events it did commemorate 
Were dark, remote, and undistinguishable, 
As were the mystic, characters it bore. 
But, mark, — a wizard by a southern stream, 
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Tuned but his magic harp to this wild theme, 

And, lo I the scene is hallow'd. — None shall pass, 

Now or in after days, beside that stone, 

But he shall have strange visions ; — thoughts and words. 

That shake, or rouse, or thrill the human heart. 

Shall rush upon his memory when he hears 

The spirit-stirring name of this rude symbol, — 

Oblivious ages, at that simple spell. 

Shall render back their terrors with their woes, 

Alas I and with their crimes, — and the proud phantoms 

Shall move with step familiar to his eye. 

And accents which, once heard, the ear forgets not, 

Though ne'er again to list them. — Siddons, thine. 

Thou matchless Siddons ! thrills upon our ear ; 

And on our eye thy lofty brother's form 

Rises as Scotland's monarch. • — But, to thee, 

Joanna, why to thee speak of such visions ? 

Thine own wild wand can raise them. — 

Yet since thou wilt an idle tale of mine. 
Take one which scarcely is of worth enough 
To give or to withhold. — But time creeps on. 
Fancy grows colder as the silvery hair 
Tells the advancing winter of our life. 
But if it be of worth enough to please, 
That worth it owes to her who set the task. 
If otherwise, the fault rest with the author. 



MAC DUFFS CROSS. 



ScBNE. — The summit of a Rocky Pass^ about two miles Jrom 
the ancient Abbey of Lindores in Fife, In the centre is 
Mac Duff^s Cross f an antique Monument ; and at a small 
distance^ on one side, a Chapel, mth a lamp burning* 



Enter Ninian and Waldhaves, Monks of Lindores. 
— Ninian crosses himself^ and seems to recite his devo^ 
tions, — Waldhaves stands gazing on the prospect^ as 
if in deep contemplation. 

NINIAN. 

Here stands the cross^ good brother, consecrated 

By the bold thane unto bis patron saint 

Magridius, once a brother of our house. 

Canst thou not spare an ave or a creed ? 

Or hath the steep ascent exhausted you ? 

You trode it stoutly, though 'twas rough and toilsome. -f- 

WALDHAVES. 

I have trode a rougher — 

NINIAN. 

On the highland hills, 
Scarcely within our sea-girt province here, 
Unless upon the Lomonds or Bennarty. 
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WALDHAVES. 

I spoke not of the literal path^ good &ther, 
But of the road of life which I had traveU'd, 
Ere I assumed this habit ; — it was bounded^ 
Hedged in, and limited by earthly prospects^ 
As ours beneath was closed by dell and thicket. 
Here we see wide and fer, and the broad sky, 
With wide horizon, opens fiill around, 
While earthly objects dwindle, -f— Brother Ninian, 
Fain would I hope that mental elevation 
Could raise me equally o'er worldly thoughts, 
And place me by so much the nedrer heaven. '— 

NINIAN. 

'Tis good morality. — But yet forget not, 
That though we look on heaven from this high eminence^ 
Yet doth the Prince of all the airy space, 
Arch foe of man, possess the realms between. 

WALDHAVES. 

Most true, good brother ; and men may be farther 
From the fidr haven they aim at, even because 
They deem themselves secure on't. 

NINIAN {after a pause). 

You do gaze. 
Strangers are wont to do so — on the prospect. 
Yon is the Tay rolled down from highland hills. 
That rests his waves after so rude a race 



In the fair plains of Gowrie — westward yonder. 
Proud Stirling rises — yonder to the east^ 
Dundee, the gift of God, and £ilr Montrose, 
And still more northward lie the hills — 

WALDHAVES. 

Of EdzeU. 

NJNIAN. 

How know you the towers of EdzeU ? 

WALDHAVES. 

I've heard of them. 

NINIAN. 

Then have you heard a tale. 
Which, when he tells, the peasant shakes his head. 
And shuiis the mouldering and deserted walls. 

WALDHAVES. 

Why, and by whom deserted? 

NINIAN. 

Long the tale — 
Enough to say, that the last lord of Edzell, 
Bold Reynold Lindesay, had a wife, and found — - 

WALDHAVES. 

Enough is said, indeed — for a weak woman ; 
Aye, and a tempting fiend, lost paradise. 
When man was innocent 

NINIAN. . 

Tliey fell at strife, 
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Men say, on slight occasion that fierce Lindesay 

Did bend his sword against De Berkley's breast^ 

And that the lad^^ threw herself between : 

That then De Berkeley dealt the Baron's death^woimd. 

Enough, that from that time De Berkeley bore 

A spear in foreign wars ; — and, it is said, 

He hath returned of late ; and therefore, brother, 

The prior hatli ordain'd our vigil here. 

To watch the privilege of the sanctuary. 

And, rights of Oan Mac Duff. — 

WALDHAVES. 

What rights are these ? 

NINIAN. 

Most true ! You are but newly come from Bx)me, 
And do not know our ancient usages. 
Know then, when fell Mac Beth beneath the arm 
Of the predestined knight, unborn of woman, 
A triple boon he ask'd, and thrice did Malcolm, 
Stooping the sceptre, which the thane restored. 
Assent to his request. And hence the rule. 
That first when Scotland's king assumes the crown, 
Mac Duff's descendant rings his brow with it : 
And hence, when Scotland's king calls forth his host, 
Mac Duff's descendant leads the van in battle ; 
And last, in guerdon of the crown restored, 
Red with the blood of the usurping tyrant, 
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The right was granted in succeeding time, 
That, if a kinsman of the thane of Fife 
Commit a slaughter on a sudden impulse, 
And fly for refuge to this Cross Mac Duff; 
He for his sake shall find it sanctuary ; 
For here must the avenger's step be staid, 
And here the panting homicide find safety. 

WALDHAYES. 

And here a brother of your order watches. 
To see the custom of the place observed ? — 

NINIAN. 

Even so; — such is our convent's holy right. 
Since Saint Magridius, blessed be his memory ! 
Did by a vision warn the abbot Eadmer, — 
And chief we watch, when there is bickering 
Among the ndghbouring nobles, as most likely 
From this return of Berkeley firom abroad. 
Having the Lindesa/s blood upon his hand. — 

WALDHAVES. 

The Lindesay then was loved among his firiends ? 

NINIAN. . 

Honoured and fear'd he was — but little loved : 
JFor even his bounty bore a show of sternness^ 
And when his passions waked, he was a Sathan, 
For wrath and injury. 
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WALDHAVES. 

How now, sir Priest — forgive me -— I was dreaming 
Of an old baron, who did bear about him 
Some touch of your lord Louis. 

NINIAN. 

Lindesay's name, my brotheri 
Indeed was Louis ; and methinks beside 
That, as you spoke even now, he would have spoken. 
I brought him a petition from our convent : 
He granted straight, but in such tone and manner, 
By my good saint ! I thought myself scarce safe 
Till Tay roU'd broad between us. I must now 
Unto the chapel -— meanwhile the vigil's thine ; 
And, at thy word, the hurrying fugitive. 
Should such arrive, must here find sanctuary ; 
And, at thy word, the fury-paced avenger 
Must stop his bloody course-— e'en as swoln Jordan 
ControU'd his waves, soon as they touch'd the feet 
Of those who bore the ark. 

WALDHAVES. 

Is this my charge ? 

NINIAN. 

Even so ; — and I am near, should chance require me. 
At midnight I relieve you on your watch. 
When we may taste together some refreshment. 
I have cared for % and for a flask of wine. 
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There is no sin, so that we drink it not 

Until the midnight hour, when lauds have toll'd. 

Farewell awhile, and store of peace be with you. 

lEjnt towards the Chapel. 

WALDHAVES. 

It is not with me, and alas ! akLs ! 
I know not where to seek it. This monk's mind * 
Is with his cloister mark'd, nor lacks more room. 
Its petty duties, formal ritual. 
Its humble pleasures, and its paltry troubles. 
Fill up his round of life. Even as some reptiles, 
They say, are moulded to the very shape. 
And all the angles of the rocky crevice, 
In whjch they live and die. But for myseL^ 
Hunted by passion to the narrow cell, 
Couchmg my tired limbs in its recesses. 
So ill-adapted am I to its limits. 
That every attitude is agony. 
How now ! what brings him back ? 

Re-enter Ninian. 

NINIAN. 

Look to your watch, my brother ; '— horsemen come : 
I heard the tread when kneeling in the chapel. 

WALDHAVES. 

My thoughts have rapt me more than thy devotions. 
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Else had I heard the tread of rushing horses 
Farther than thou could'st hear the sacring bell ; 
But now in truth they come : — flight and pursuit 
Are sights I've been long strange to. — 

NINIAN. 

See how they strainradown the opposing hill ; 
Yon grey steed bounding on the headlong path 
As on the level meadow ; and the black, 
Urged by the rider with his naked sword, 
Stoops on his prey, as I have seen the &lcon 
Dashing upon the heron. — Thou dost firown 
And clench thy hand, as if it grasp'd a weapon. 

WALDHAVES. 

'Tis but for shame to see one man fly thus 
While only one pursues him. — Coward, turn ! — 
Turn thee, I say ! thou art as stout as he, 
And well ma/st match thy single sword with his. 
Shame, that a man should rein a steed like thee. 
Yet fear to turn his front against a foe : — 
I am ashamed to look on them. 

NINIAN. 

Yet look again, — they quit their horses now. 
Unfit for the rough path : — the fiigitive 
Keeps the advantage stQl. 

WAI.DHAVES. 

I'll not believe that ever the bold thane 
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Rear'd up his cross to be a sanctuary 
To the base coward, who shunn'd an equal combat. -— 
How's this ? — that look — that mien — my eyes . grow 
dizzy. — 

NINIAN. 

He comes : — thou art a novice on this watch : — 
Brother, I'll take the word and speak to him. 
Let down thy cowl; — know that we spiritual champions 
Have honor to maintain, and must not seem 
To quail before the laity. 

[ WaLdhaves lets dcmn his catd\ and steps back. 

Enter Maurice Berkeley. 

NINIAN. 

WIio art thou, stranger ? speak thy name and purpose. 

BERKELEY. 

I claim the privilege of Clan Mac Duff. 
My name is Maurice Berkeley, and my lineage 
Allies me nearly with the thane of Fife. 

NINIAN. 

Give us to know the cause of sanctuary ? 

BERKELEY. 

Let him shew it, 
Against whose violence I claim the privilege. 
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Enier LiKdesat wUh his Sword drawn: he rushes at 

Bebkelet ; NiNiAN interposes. 

NIVIAX. 

Peace in the name of Saint Magridius ! 
Peace in our prior^s name» and in the name 
Of that dear symbol which did purchase peace 
And good-will towards man ! I do command thee 
To sheathe thy sword and stir no contest here. 

UNDESAT. 

One charm PU try first. 
To lure this cravto finom the enchanted drcle 
Which he hadi harboured in. — Hear you, De Berkeley, 
This is my brother's sword, — the hand it arms 
Is weapon'd to avenge a brother's death : — 
If thou had heart to st^ a furlong off 
And change three blows, — and for so short a space 
As these good men may say an avemary, 
So^ heaven be good to me ! I would forgive thee 
Thy deed and all its omsequences. 

BERKELEY. 

Were not my right hand fetter'd by the thought 
That slaying thee were but a double guilt 
In which to steep my soul, no bridegroom ever 
Stepped forth to trip a measure with his bride 
More joyfiilly than I, young man, would wait 
Upon your challenge. 
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LINDESAY. 

He quails and shuns to look upon my weapon, 
Yet boasts himself a Berkeley. 

BERKELEY. 

Lindesay ; and if there were no deeper cause 
For shunning thee than terror of thy weapon, 
That rock-hewn cross as soon should start and stir. 
Because a hunter-boy blew horn beneath it, 
As I fi»r brag of thine. 

NINIAN. 

I charge you both, and in the name of heaven. 
Breathe no defiance on this sacred spot. 
Where christian men must bear them peacefully. 
On pain of the church-thunders. — Calmly tell 
Your cause of difference ; — and lord Lindesay then 
Be first to speak them. 

Lindesay. 

Ask the blue welkin — ask the silver Tay, 
The northern Grampians — all know my wrongs ; 
But ask not me to tell them while a villain, 
Who wrought them, stands and listens with a smile. 

NINIAN. 

It is said -r 

Since you refer us thus to general &me, 

That Berkeley slew thy brother, the lord Louis, 

In his own halls-at Edzell — 
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LINDESAY. 

Aye, in his halls — - 
In his own halls, good father, that^s the word 
In his own halls he slew him, while the wine 
Pass'd on the board between ! — The gallant thane, 
Who wreaked Mac Beth's inhospitable murder. 
Built not his cross to sanction deeds like these. 

BERKELEY. 

Thou say'st I came a guest ; — I came a victim — 
A destined victim, train'd on to the doom 
His frantic jealousy prepared for me : 
He fix'd a quarrel on me, and we fought. 
, Can I forget the form that came between us. 
And perish'd by his sword? — 'Twas then 1 fought 
For vengeance — until then I guarded life, 
But then I sought to take it, and prevailed. 

LINDESAY. 

Wretch ! thou didst dishonor. 
And then didst slay him. 

BERKELEY. 

There is a busy fiend tugs at my heart, 
But I will struggle with it. - — Youthful knight. 
My heart is sick of war, my hand of slaughter ; 
I come not to my lordships or my land, 
But seek just so much earth in some cold cloister 
As I may kneel on living, and when dead 
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Which may suffice to cover me. — 
Forgive me that I caus'd your brother's death ; 
And I forgive thee the injurious terms 
With which thou taxest me. 

LINDESAY. 

Take worse and blacker; — murderer — adulterer - 
Art thou not moved yet ? — 

BERKELEY. 

* 

Do not press me further ; 
The hunted stag, even when he seeks the thicket. 
If forc'd to stand at bay, grows dangerous! — 
Most true, thy brother perish'd by my hand. 
And if you term it murther, I will bear it. 
Thus fiir my patience can — but if thou brand 
The purity of yonder martyr'd saint. 
Whom thus my sword but poorly did avenge. 
With one injurious word, come to the valley, 
' And I will show thee how it shall be answer'd. — 

NINIAN. 

This heat, lord Berkeley, doth but ill accord 
With thy late pious patience. — 

BERKELEY. 

Father^ forgive, and let me stand excused 
To Heaven and thee, if patience brooks no more. — 
I loved this lady fondly — truly loved ; 
Loved her, and was beloved, ere yet her father 

c 
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Conferr'd her on another, — While she lived, 
Each thought of her was to my soul as hallowed 
As those I send to Heaven ; and on her grave, 
Her bloody, early grave, while this poor hand 
Can hold a sword, shall no one cast a scorn. — 

LINDESAY. 

Follow me : — I am glad there is one spur 
Can rouze thy sluggard metal. -— 

BERKELEY. 

Make then obeisance to the blessed cross. 
For it shall be on earth thy last devotion. — 

(T% are going off.) 
WALDHAVES. {Budiif^Jbrword,) 
Madman, stand — 
Stay but one second, — answer but one question. 
There, Maurice Berkeley, can'st tliou look upon 
That blessed sign, and swear thou'st spoken truth ? — 

BERKELEY. 

I swear by Heaven, 
And by the memory of that murder'd innocent. 
Each seeming charge against her was as &lse 
As Ermengarde was spotless. — Hear, each saint ! 
Hear me, thou holy rood ! — hear me from Heaven, 
Thou martyr'd excellence ! — Hear me from penal fire, 
(For sure not yet thy guilt is expiated ?) « 

Stem ghost of her destroyer I •— — 
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WALDHAVES. {Throm back his cowl.) 
He hears ! he hears ! -—thy spell hath rais'd tbe dead. 

LINDESAY. 

My brother ! — and alive ! -^ 

WALDHAVES. 

Alive, but yet, my Richard, dead. to thee. — 
No tie of kindred binds me to the world : 
All were renomic'd, when with reviving life 
Came the desire to seek the sacred cloister. — 
Alas, in vain ! for to that last retreat, 
Like to a pack of blood-hounds in full chace. 
My passions and my wrongs have followed me. 
Wrath and remorse — and to fill up the cry. 
Thou hast brought vengeance hither. — 

LlKDESAY. 

I but sought 
To do the act and duty of a brother 

WALDHAVES. 

I ceased to be so when I left the world. — 
But if he can forgive, as T forgive, 
God sends me here a brother in mine enemy. 
To pray for me, and with me. — If thou can'st, 

De Berkeley, give thy hand. — 

BERKELEY. (Gtves Ms hand*) 

It is the will 
Of Heaven made manifest, in thy preservation, 
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To save from further bloodshed ; for, De Berkeley, 

The votary, Maurice, lays the title down. — 

Go to his halls, lord Richard, where a maiden, 

Elin to his blood, and daughter in affisction. 

Heirs his broad lands. — If thou can'st love her, Lindesay, 

Woo her and be a speeder. 
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FAIR MEAD LODGE, 

EPPING FOREST. 

(an KXTBACT from " BETBOSPECTION/' a MS. POEM.) 

Hail, Fair Mead ! hail, my forest glade ! 
Thou green isle, girt around with shade ! 
Woods, where of old with hound and horn 
The Norman hunter woke the mom : 
Where yet along the grassy lawn 
At dim of eve, and grey of dawn, 
The deer his silent way pursues. 
And prints his hoofs in treacherous dews : — 
And thou, my lone and little lake, 
Where the stag loves his thirst to slake. 
When summer on tlie gilded stream, 
Darts the broad sun-shine's noon-day beam ! 
Hail, peaceful Lodge ! my summer-seat, 
A wild, sequestered, lone retreat^ 
Oer-shadoVd by a Druid oak 
That whilome felt the woodman's stroke, 
Then, as disdainful of the blow. 
Drove its gnarl'd roots more deep below. 
And proudlier to the tempest spread. 
An ampler girt, a broader head. 

c 3 



22 

There, underneath its brow that rears 
The burden of a thousand years, 
Beneath the arms whose branch of yore 
The quiver of the Norman bore, 
And heard the twanging of the yew 
When Harold's shaft like lightning flew ; 
I trace the spots in grove and glade. 
Where in wild woods my childhood stray'd, 
When the full moon at magic hour 
Shot thro' the leaves a spangled show'r. 
That show'd upon the dewy blade 
Fresh rings that fidry feet betray'd. 

Are these the haunts where stray'd the child. 
Thro' thorny brakes and thickets wild ? 
How chang'd the scene ! With fond delay. 
The woodman, lingering on his way. 
Asks the cold soil, and clay-bound earth, 
What.magic hand has chang'd its birth, 
Or art — if art — in that recess 
Has tam'd the forest wilderness? 

Mary! thy hand hath touch'd that place. 
And o'er it cast an added grace ; 
And where wild nature spread the wood, 
And o'er the darken'd solitude. 
The beech, the oak, the horn-beam sprung. 
And hollies spir'd the thorns among, 
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Thy touch hath clear'd th' lingenial shade, 
And gladden'd with new suns the glade. 
Th' acacia, laurel, cypress, thine, 
And bow'rs that breathe of eglantine. 
It was thy hand that rear'd my grove. 
And lin'd with moss the seat I love, 
Entic'd the ivy-twine that weaves 
O'er the thatch'd roof its glossy leaves ; 
Shap'd each gay plot that decks the scene. 
And wound my walk their flow'rs between : 
There, from Italia's fragrant shore. 
Gay shrubs to deck my dwelling bore; 
There bade the myrtle scent the gale. 
With sweets that breath'd on Amo's vale; 
Woo'd gentlest Zephyrs to awake 
The flow'rs that glow'd o'er Como's lake, 
And Britain's boldest suns illume 

The Fsestan rose's double bloom. 

Sweet is it in such haunts to dwell. 
And bid life's troublous scenes fiurewell, 
Nursing in peaceful solitude 
High visions that the world exclude ! 
If yet one spot — one resting place — 

Where Peace may build on earth her bow'r. 
And in its hallow'd haunt retrace 

A dream of Eden's blissfiil hour, 
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'Tis in that sole, that sacred spot. 

Where innocence and woman dwell ; 
'Tis in that heart, which wavering pot. 

Believes what God lias deign'd to tell ; 
And anchoring its hope above. 
Passes o'er earth in simple love. 
Such, Mary ! thy unsully'd heart. 
And such the spot, where'er thou art. — 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

<FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER.) 

^ The mQ3t original and beautiful, perhaps, of all Schiller'8 poems, 
unequalled by any thing of Goethe's, is called * The Song of the 
Bell,' — a varying irregular lyric strain. The casting of a bell is, in 
Germany, an erent of solemnity and rejoicing. In the ndghbour- 
hood of the Hartz, and the o^er mine districts^ you read formal 
announcements in the newspapers from bell-founders, that at a given 
time and spot a casting is to take place, to which they invite all their 
friends. An entertainment out of doors is prepared, and held with 
much festivity. Schiller, in a few short stanzas, forming a sort of 
diorus, describes the whole process of the melting, the casting, and 
the cooling of the bell, with a technical truth and a felicity of ex- 
pression, in which the sound of the sharp sonorous rhymes and 
expressive epithets constantly forms an echo to the sense. Between 
these technical processes he breaks forth into the most beautiful 
episodaic pictures of the various scenes of life, with which the 
sounds of the bell are connected."* 



Vivos voco, — Mortuos piango* — Fulgura frango. 

Fast iBimur^d within the earth, 

YvxX by fire the clay-mould stands, 
This day the Bell expects its birth : 
Courage, comrades I ply your hands ! 
HoUy fi:om the brow 
Must the sweat-drop flow : 
If by his work the master known, 
Yet — r^eav'n mus^ send the blessing down. 

• The above passage, in which the peculiar character of " The 
Bell of Schiller" is described with much taste and feeling, is ex- 
tracted from a very entertaining publication of Mr. Dodd, ^ An 
Autumn near the Rhine." 



26 

The work we earnestly prepare, 

May well an earnest word demand : 
When cheering words attend our care. 

Gay the labour, brisk the hand. 
Then, let us weigh with deep reflection. 

What by more force must be achieved ; 
And righdy soom his-mis-direction, 

, Whose foresight ne'er his work conceived. 
'Tis this, that human nature graces, 

This, gifted reason's destined aim. 
That in itself the spirit traces 

Whate'er the hand shall fitly firame. 

Billets of the fir-wood take. 

Every billet dry and sound ; 
That flame on gather'd flame awake. 
And vault with fire the furnace round. 
Cast the copper in. 
Quick, due weight of tin. 
That the Bell's tenacious food. 
Rightly flow in ordered mood. 

What now within the earth's deep womb 
Our hands by help of fire prepare, 

Shall on yon turret mark our doom. 
And loudly to the world declare ! 
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There its aerial station keeping. 

Touch many an ear to latest time ; 
Shall mingle with the mourner's weeping, 

And tune to holy choirs its chime. 
All that to earth-born sons below 

The changeful turns of fortune bring, 
The Bell from its metallic brow 

In warning sounds shall widely ring. 

Lo ! I see white bubbles spring : — 
Well ! — the molten masses flow. 
Haste, ashes of the saltwort flings 
Quick'ning the fusion deep below. 
Yet, from scoria free 
Must the mixture be. 
That from the metal, clean and clear. 
Its sound swell tuneful on the ear. 

Hark ! 'tis the birth-day's festive ringing ! 

It welcomes the beloved child, 
"Who now life's earliest way beginning, 

In sleep's soft arm lies meek and mild. 
As yet in time's dark lap repose. 
Life's sunshine lot, and shadowy woes. 
While tenderest cares of mothers born 
Watch o'er her infant's golden mom. 
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The years like winged arrows fly : 

The stripling from the female hand 
Bursts into life all wild to roam ; 

And wandering far o-er sea and land. 
Returns a stranger home. 
Tliere, in her bloom divinely fiiir. 

An image beaming from the sky, 
With blushing cheek and modest air 

A virgin charms his eye. 
A nameless longing melts his heart. 

Far from his comrades' revels rude. 
While tears involuntary start. 

He strays in pathless solitude, — 
There, blushing, seeks alone her trace ; 

And if a smile his suit approve. 
He seeks the prime of all the place, 

TTie fiirest flower to deck his love. — 
Enchanting hope ! thou sweet desire ! 

Thou earliest love ! thou golden time ! 
Heav'n opens to thy glance of fire. 

The heart o'erflows with bliss sublime. 
Oh that it might eternal prove 
The vernal bloom of youthful love ! 

See ! the pipes are browning over ' 
This little rod I inly dip ; 
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If coated diere with glassy cover, 
Let not the time of fusion slip* 
Now, companicHis ! — move, / 
Now, the mixture prove. 
If each alike, in one design 
The brittle and the ductile join. 

For where strength with softness joins. 
Where force with tenderness combines^ 

Firm the union, sweet the song. 
Thus, ere thou wed no more to part. 
Prove first if heart unite with heart : 

The dream is brief, repentance long. 
Sweet, 'mid the tresses of the bride. 

Blooms the virgin coronal. 
When merry bells ring far and wide 

Kind welcome to the festival.. 

Ah, that life's fairest festive day 

Fades with the blossom of our May ! 

Tliat when the veil and cestus fall. 

The sweet illusions vanish, all ! •— 
TTie passion, — it flies^. 

The love must endure : 
The blossom, — it dies, 
The fiiiit must mature. 
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Forth the husband must wend 

To the combat of life ; 

Plunge in turmoil and strife. 

Must plant, and must plan ; 

Gain get as he can. 

Hazard all^ all importune, 

To woo and win fortune. 
Then streams, like a spring-flood, his wealth without 

measure. 
And his granaries groan with the weight of their treasure; 
And his &rm-yards increase, and his mansion expands. 

Now the house-wife within 

Her course must begin; 

Nurse, mother, and wife 

Share the troubles of life : 

Discreetly severe 

Rule all in her sphare ; 

Give each maiden employ, 

Watch each troublesome boy. 

With orderly care. 

Keep all in repair; 

And store without ceasing 

Her riches increasing : 
Rll her sweet-scented coffers ; and, restlessly twirling, ' 

Set each spindle a spinning, each wheel ever whirling ; 
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And in smooth polish'd ward-robes range row above 

row, 
Her woollen all radiant, her linen all snow ; 
And trim them, and pranck them, and fiishion them ever. 
And rest — never. — 

The father now, with deep delight. 
From his proud seat's wide -seeing roo^ 
Smns up the wealth that feasts his sight; 
The branching columns that support 
The loaded bams rang'd round the court ; 
Granaries that with com o'er-flow. 
And harvests billowing to and fro : 
And deems, fond man ! that, propt on gain. 
Like pillars that the globe sustain. 
His house in glory shall withstand 
Misfortune's rough and ruthless hand. 
But — none — no mortal can detain 
Fate in adamantine chain. 
Mischance with hurried foot advances. 
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ils time. — Now, now begin the fusion : 

The crevice now yields promise &ir. 
Yet, pause -^ nor hasten the conclusion, 
Till HeaVn has heard our pious prajr'r. 
Push the stopper out. 
Saints ! watch the house about. 
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Smoking in the handle's bow, 
Shoot the waves that darkly glow. — 

Beneficent the fire, whose flame 

The pow'r of man can watch and tame ; 

When all, whatever he forms and makes. 

From Heav'n's kind gifl; perfection takes. 

But terrible this gifl" of Heav'n, 

When bursting forth, its fetters riv'n. 

This fi-ee-bom child of nature fi'ee 

Issues in random liberty. 

Woe — woe — when loose, without controul. 

Gathering fi*esh force to feed their ire. 
On thro' the populous city roll, > 
Sheeted flames of living fire \ 
The elements, unpitying, hate 
Whatever the hands of man create. 

/From the clouds 

Blessings flow. 

Rain streams below : 

From the clouds. 

Here and there. 

Lightnings glare. 
Heard you yon turret moan fi-om high ? 

Storm is nigh. 

Red as blood 

The Heav'n's suffusion ; 
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Not that, daylight's glowing flood. 

What confusion ! 

CSlouds of smoke 

The dark streets choke ; 
Flaring mounts up higher and higher, 
Through lengthened streets, the pillared firey 
Borne before the wild wind's ire* 
The flame as from a furnace streams, 
Glows the ether, crack the beams ; 
Mothers wandering, children moaning 
Cattle mider ruins groaning; 
Windows clattering, pillars crushing, 
All for safety wildly rushing. 
This way, that way, twisting, turning. 
Midnight like the noonday burning. 
Hand to hand, a liengthen'd chain, 
How they strain I 

Fly the buckets ; flood and fountain 
Burst in liquid arches mounting : 
The howling tempest on its course 
Grives to the flames resi^ess force ; 
The fire-flood through each granary streams, 
And blazes o'er the rafier'd beams ; 
And, as if the self-same hour 
Would earth and all its growth devour. 
To heayen it rears its tow'ring flight, 

D 
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Giant high I 

Hopelessly 
Beneath its godlike strength man bows the head: 

And, as his treasures sink and sunder, 
Beholds the ruins round him spread, 
In idle wonder — 

Consum'd by flame. 

One waste the place : 
Nought but the storm there leaves a trace* 
In the wide casement's vacancy 

Dire horrors brood, 
And clouds that sweep aloft the sky 

Look on its solitude. 

One look — one last — 

On that earth-womb. 

His treasure's tomb : 
One lingering look — 'tis o'«r — 'tis past — 

He grasps his staff — the world has room 
The raging flame not all has reft, 
One heartfelt solace yet is left. 
He numbers those belov'd the most, — 
Of those, so lov'd, not one is lost 

All prosp'rous seems beneath the earth, 
Full and kindly fill'd the mould : 
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But will the day that views its birth, 
What crowns our toil and art behold ? 
If the fiision fail \ — 
If the mould prove frail ! — 
Ah ! haply, while Hope's sunbeams glow. 
Fate has already wrought the Woe ! 

To the dark lap of holy earth 
We trust the imaccomplish'd deed : 
The sower fearless trusts his seed, 

In hope to gather in the birth 
At the blest time by heav'n decreed. 
And &r more precious seed concealing, 

We mournful hide in earth's dark womb. 
In hope that God, the grave unsealing, 
Revive it, grac'd with brighter bloom. 
From the dome. 
Sad and slow. 
Tolls the Bell, 
The song of woe ; — 
Its sad, its solemn, strokes attend 
A wanderer to his journey's end. 

Ah ! 'tis the dear one — 'tis the wife ! 
'Tis the belov'd, the loving mother ! 
Who by the prince of darkness borne/ 
From her fond husband's arms is torn,— 
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Tom from each tender child away 
She bore him in her bloom of day, — 
Those who had grown upon her breast^ 
By love — a mother's love — carest 
Ah 1 the household's gentle band 

Is loos'd for ever, — ever more ; 
She dwells within the shadowy land 

Whose fondness hung that household o'en 
Now ceas'd her zealous occupation, 

None her kindness more shall prove ; 
O'er that wide waste, that orphan station, 

A stranger rules devoid of love. 

While the Bell is cooling, rest, 

Rest from toil and trouble free; 
Each, as fits his fancy best. 
Sport like bird at liberty* 
Peeps a star In air, 
The man void of care 
At vesper chime from labor ceases : 
No hour the master's care releases* 

Quickly with unwearied paces 
The wand'rer in wild woods a&r 

Seeks his household roofs embraces : 
Bleating, homeward draw the sheep : 
Herds and cows 

Sleek their hides, and broad their brows, 
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Come back lowing. 
Each his wonted manger knowing. 

Charged with grain 

In rocks the wain, 

Harvest laden : 

With gay leaves, 

On the sheaves. 

Garlands lie ; 
While to the dance the youthful mowers 

Briskly fly. 
Street and market hush their speaking ; 
The householders, when day decays, 
Crather around their blissful blaze ; 

And the town-gate closes creaking* 
Earth with clouds is darken'd over; 
Yet underneath his roof's safe cover. 
The peaceful burgher dreads not night. 
Which wakes the wicked with aflright, 
While Law's keen eye ne'er rests its sight 

Holy Order ! rich in blessing ; 
Heavenly daughter I whose caressing 
To social bonds free man endears : 
Thou, whose base the city rears ; 
Thou, who from the wild and wood 
Call'st the unsocial savage brood, 
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To roo& that bind the household tie, 
And sooth the soul with courtesy ! 

Hail, Thou that weav'st the dearest band. 
The union of a Father-land ! 

A thousand busy hands in motion 

Ekich to each its aid imparts, 
And in brotherly devotion 

Adds strength and grace to all the arts* 
Man and master, in their station, 

* 

In Freedom's holy safeguard rest; 
And in joyful occupation 

Laugh to scorn the scomer's jest 
Work ! — 'tis the burgher's exaltation, — 

A blessing rests on labor's head : 
Honor the king who rules the naticm. 

Honor the hand that earns its bread. 

Holy Peace! 
Concord sweet ! 
Remaicit remain : 
O'er this region kindly reign. 
Never may that day arise 
When war's rough plund'rers shall assail ! 
And violate this peacefjiil vale : 
Never may those lovely skies, 
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Which roseate eve's soft colours faint 

Lovelily paint. 
View on the blissfiil village roof 
The battle-beacon flame aloof! 

Break me the mould : its due employment 

Now done, no more its aid we need. 
Let heart and eye in full enjoyment, 
On the well-formed image feed. 
Swing, the hammer swing, 
Till the cover spring. 
When the earth the Bell releases. 
The mould may split in thousand pieces. 

The master breaks the mould in pieces, 

And timely frees the precious charge ; 
But woe — }£, as the flame encreases^ 

The glowing metal stream at large. 
Blind-raging with the roar of thunder, 

Forth from its riVn cell it rushes; 
And as from hell-jaws burst asunder. 

Destruction with the fire-flood gushes. 

Where senseless force misrules at pleasure, 
No form comes forth in rule and measure — 
When nations burst the social band, 
111 &res it with the ravag'd land. 
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Ah ! woe ! ^en in the city's slumber 

By stealth a spark of fire gains force: 
Woe ! when the mob's unfettered number 

Finds in itself its sole resource. 
Then — Uproar, to the bell-ropes springing^ 

Spreads fiur and wide the dread alarm ; 
And where Peace hail'd its joyful ringing, 

Its signal bids the city arm* 

" Freedom! Equality!" —all crying, 

The burgher arms for his defence ; 
Through streets, through halls, this, that way flying 

Fell Murder's bands their work commence* 
wad women, like hyaenas darting, 

laughs mixed with groans, strange dread impart ; 
While thrills the nerve, while blood is starting 

Hie woman rends the quivering hearts 

No sanctily the bosom shielding. 

No decency, restraint, or shame, 
The wicked, as the good are yielding. 

To crime impunity proclaim* 

'Tis dire to rouse a lion sleq>ing, 

Terrific is the tiger's jaw ; 
But there's a woe surpasses weeping, — ^ 

'Tis savage man let loose firom law : 
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Woe ! — who tp him, the blmd, the cruel. 
Lends the blest gift from heav'n brought down 

It lights him not, but fires the fiiel 
That turns to ashes land and town* 

Joy! joy to me, kind heav'n has giVn : 

Lo ! like a star of golden birth. 
The metal polish'd, smooth, and even. 
Comes from its coverture of earth. 
Lo ! round its beauteous crown 
.Sunlike radiance thrown 
And the coat of arms^ gay burnish 
Shall to my skill new honor fiuwsh. 

Come all ! come all ! 
Close your ranks, in order s^e ; 
Baptize we now the hallow'd metal: 

" Concordia P'— Such her name we call. 
To harmony, to heartfelt union. 
It gathers in the blest communion. 
Be this henceforward its vocation ; 
For this I watch'd o'er its creation. 
That while our life goes lowly under, 

The Bell, 'mid yon blue heav'n's expansion. 
Should soar, the neighbour of the thunder. 

And border on the starry mansion. 
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Its voice from yon aerial height 

Shall seem the music of the sphere. 
That rolling lauds its Maker's might, 

And leads along the crowned year : 
To solemn and eternal things 

Alone shall consecrate its chime, 
And hourly, as it swiftly swings, 

O'ertake the flying wing of time: 
Shall lend to Fate its iron tongue, 

Heartless itself, nor form'd to feel. 
Shall follow life's mix'd scenes among. 

Each turn of Fortune's fickle wheel — 
And, as its echo on the gale 

Dies ofiP, though long and loud the tone. 
Shall teach that all on earth shall fail. 

All pass away — save God alone* 
Now, with the rope's unweary'd mighty 

From its dark womb weigh up the Bell, 
That it may gain th' aerial height. 

And in the realm of Echo dwell. 
Draw ! draw ! — it swings ; 
Hark ! hark I it rings. 

Joy to this town, be heard around ! 

Peace unto all, the Bell's first sound ! 
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TO THE RAINBOW, 



Triumphant arch ! that fill'st the sky 
When storms prepare to part, 

I ask not proud philosophy 
To teach me what thou art : — 

Still seem, as to my childhood's sight, 

A midway station given, 
For happy spirits to alight 

Betwixt the earth and heaven* 

Can all that optics teach unfold 
Thy form to please me so, 

As when I dreamt of gems and gold 
Hid in thy radiant bow? 

When science from creation's lace 
Enchantment's veil withdraws, 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold material laws! 
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And yet, filr bow ! no fabling dreams. 
But words of ^e Most High, 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky. 

When o'er the green undeluged earth 
Heaven's covenant thou did'st shine. 

How came the world's grey fithers forth 
To watch thy sacred sign I 

And when its yellow histre smil'd 

O'er mountains yet untrod. 
Each mother held aloft her child 

To bless the bow of God. 

Methinks, thy jubilee to keep, 
The first-made anthem rang. 

On earth delivered firom the deep, 
And the first poet sang* 

Nor ever shall the Muse's eye 
Unraptur'd greet thy beam : 

Theme of primeval prophecy i 
Be still the poet's theme. 
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The earth to thee its incense yields, 
The lark thy welcome sings, 

When glittering in the freshened fields 
The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower, and town; 

Or mirrored in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fiithoms down ! 

As firesh in yon horizon dark, 
Aa young thy beauties seem. 

As when the eagle firom the ark 
First sported in thy beam. 

For faithful to its sacred page, 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span ; 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 
That first spoke peace to man. 
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THE LOT OF THOUSANDS- 



When hope lies dead within the heart, 
By secret sorrow long conceal'd. 

We shrink lest looks or words impart 
What may not be reveal'd. 

'Tis hard to smile when one could weep, 
To speak when one would silent be ; 

To wake when one would wish to sleep. 
And wake to agony. 

Yet such the lot for thousands cast, 
Who wander in this world of care, 

And bend beneath the bitter blast. 
To save them from despair. 

But nature waits her sons to greet, 
WheVe disappointment cannot come ; 

And time leads with unerring feet, 
The weary wanderer home. 
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Oh ! PoVr Supreme, that fill'st the whole 
Of wide creation's boundless space! 

The Life of life, the Soul of soul, 

Where shall we find thy dwelling-place ? 

Is it in ether's boundless plmns, 

Where radiant suns unnumber'd rise, 

To warm their planetary trains. 
And cheer with light far-distant skies ? 

Above, below, and all around, 

Existence rises at thy call. 
And, wrapt in mystery profound. 

Thy works proclaim thee. Lord of all. 

On this small speck, our parent earth, 
How bounteously thy gifts are spread ! 

Rich blessings here receive their birth' 
From Intellect by Science led. 

Exploring land, and air, and sea^ 
Bringing &r-distant objects nigh ; 

And in thy works adoring thee, 
Beneath thy own all-seeing eye. 
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ADDRESS 

.TO 

THE EVENING PRIMROSE. 



The sun declines ; his parting ray 
Shall bear the cheerful light away^ 
, And on the landscape dose: 
Then ^^ill I seek the lonely vale^ 
Whei^ sober ev'ning^s primrose pale. 
To greet the night-star, blows. 

Soft, melancholy bloom! to thee 
I turn with conscious sympathy ; 

Like thee, my. hour is come : 
When lengthening shadows slowly &de, 
Till, lost in universal shade» 

They sink beneath the tomb# 

By thee I'll sit, and inly muse 
What are the charms in life we lose 

When time demands our breath ; 
Alas ! the load of lingering age 
Has little that can hope engage. 

Or point the shaft of death. 
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No i 'tis the pang alone to part 

From those we love, that rends the heart; 

That agony to save 
Some nameless pow'r in nature strives; 
Our lading hope in death revives. 

And bIoss9ins on the grave. 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN IK LADT LONSDALE'S ALBUM, AT LOWTHER 

CASTLE, OCT. 13. 1821. 



_ • 

Sometimes in youthful years. 
When in some ancient ruin I have stood, 
Alone and musing, till with quiet tears 

I felt my cheeks bedew'd, 
A melancholy thought hath made me grieve 
For this our age, and hmnbled me in mind. 

That it should pass away and leave 

No monuments behind. 

Not for themselves alone 
Our fathers lived ; nor with a niggard hand 
Raised they the fabrics of enduring stone, 

Which yet adorn the land : 
Their piles, memorials of the mighty dead. 
Survive them still, majestic in decay ; 

But ours are like ourselves, I said. 

The creatures of a day. 
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AVlth other feelings now, 
Lowther ! have I beheld thy stately walls. 
Thy pinnacles, and broad embattled brow, 

And hospitable haUs. 
The sun those wide spread battlements shall crest. 
And silent years unharming shall go by. 

Till centuries in their course invest 

Thy towers with sanctity. 

But thou die while shalt bear. 
To after times, un old and honoured name. 
And to remote posterity declare, 

Thy founder's virtuous fame. 
Fair structure ! worthy the triumphant age 
Of glorious England's opulence and power. 

Peace be thy lasting heritage. 

And happiness thy dower ! 
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SONNET. 



rT OT love, nor war, nor the tumultuous swell 
Of civil ccHiflicts, nor the wrecks of change. 
And duty stru^ling with afflictions strange 
Not these alone inspii^ the tuneiul shell; 
But where untroubled peace and concord dwell. 
There also is the muse not loth to range. 
Watching the blue smoke of the ehny grangCj^ . 
Skyward ascending from the twilight deU. 
Meek aspirations please hei^ lone endeavour, , 
And sage content and plajcid melandioly ; 
She loves to gaze upon a crystal river. 
Diaphanous, because it travels slowly : 
Soft is the music that would please for ever, 
The flower of sweetest smell is shy and lowly. 



■I 



6S 



SONNET. 



> • »• 



A VOLANT tribe of bards on earth are found. 

Who, while the flattering zephyrs round them play, 

On " coign^s of vantage- ' -hang their n^sts ofclayi *' 

Work cunningly devised, and seeming sound ; 

But quickly from its airy hold unboutid 

By its own weight, or wash'd, or blown away 

With silent imperceptible deci^y. ' 

If man must build, admit him to thy ground, 

O Truth ! — to wprk within the eternal ring, 

When the stars shine^ or while day's purple eye 

Is gently closing with the flowers of spring ; 

When even the motion of an angel's wing 

Would interrupt the intense tranquillity 

Of silent hiUs, and more than silent sky. 
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TO MRS- FRY, 



THE REFORMER OF NEWGATE. 



Help, Master, help! — we sink — our toil is Tain 
We perish — help ! —the famt disciples cried ^ 
The Saviour rose and look'd upon the main. 
And lo ! the billows at his word subside. 

But who is she, mid dungeons, chains,«0nd cells ? 
(Not yet th' Almighty Master's wonders cease ;) 
Round her the storm of guilt and fury swells. 
And in His name she speaks till all is peace. 
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ST. CECILIA. 



Awake, thou lov'd strain ! oh, again let me hear thee ! 
• Breathe o'er me again thy ehchantment divine : 
'Tis silence, — 'tis night, — no intruder is near me. 

To mock what for klngdSms I would not resign. 
Oh, pour o'er my heart all that soften'd emotion, 

No reason can know, and no language display; 
Receive my still spirit's surrender'd devotion, 

And charm the dull sense of existence away. 

Ye musings of tenderness, melt and deceive me ! 

pity and love ! for your dreams I implore ; 
And Thou, who art love and art pity, receive me, 

Great Father of light ! whom I sigh to adore.. * 
Oh, welcome, ye forms in mild radiance descending, 

That whisper responsive, and smile as I gaze ! 
Before the fiur throne, lo, the seraphs are bending ; 

1 hear their hosannas of rapture and praise. 



£ 4 



56 



HOPE AND MEMORY. 



HOPE, 

Nat, lister, what hast thou to boast 

Of joy ? a poor reciter tboa. 
Whose happiest thought is but the ghost 

(Of some past pleasure vanish'd now. 
Wlien better things may not be found. 

By sad JcAectingy weary mesn^ 
Thcgr .on thy records look arbuhd, 

Their only friend, and only then. 

Thw On. delight £xr eTer fled 

TKey jssi»t a melandMy view, 
liVhl9iei 9$ on pictures of the dead, 

The lik^iess tnakes the sorrow tni^. 
But ^ji^ould'st thou from ,thy page ef&ce 

What brings r^ret, iremorse, or shame^ 
Nor idl.our wandering steps retrace 

Then mortals might endure thy name. 
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MEMORY. 

And what art thou, vain Hope? a cheat: 
For didst thou ever promise isiakc^ 

That either time did npt defeat 
Or some intruding evil break ? 

Or say that <;hance has prov'd theci true, 
The expected joy shall l)e thy oiv^i;! ; 

No sooner conies the gpoul in .vi^w» 

. But Hope herself ][$ lost aod gone^i. 

Soon as the hop'd-for thing appears, 
' That was with such delight pursued. 
Another aspect .then it.i!<^ears^ 

Apd is no iKore the fiulcied godd. 
So 'tis in di!eain69 ihea Jseenly chase ^ 

A somelhing loV'dy desir'd, cavess'd; 
They overtake, and^tibea embt^ce 

That'wluck they loathe, despise, detest* 

True, si^t^i!, true I in. every age 
Will men in thy delusions share ; 

And thou a lasting wari^ilt wage 

With WisdoBsfs joy and Reason's^ oare. 

Who comes to tbe^? the rasjbt^ theibodd)- 
The dreapaingb^rd) the ii%Ung youth : 
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For what? for feme, Tor love, for gold. 
And they receive thy tales for truth. 

Emmas and Lauras at thy shrine 

Attend^ and deem thy answers true; 
And, calling Hope a power divine. 

Their Corydons and Damons view. 
And girls at school, and boys at taw, 

Seduced by thy delusive skill. 
Think life is love^ and love is law. 

And they may choose just whom they will. 

HOPE. 

Say is not mine the early hold 

On man ? whose heart I make my own 
And, long e'er thy dull tale be told, 

I bear him forth to worlds unknown. 
Before the mind can trust to thee. 

And slowly gain thy heavy store. 
It travels far and wide with me. 

My worlds and wonders to explore. 

Thou lend'st him help, to read, to spell, 
His progress slow, his efforts mean f 

I take him in my realms to dwell. 
To win a throne, to wed a queen. 
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How could he bear the pedant's frown. 
That frights the sad bewilder'd boy, 

Or hear such words as verb and noun. 
But for my tales of love and joy ? 

MEMORY. 

True, to thy fairy world he goes, 

And there his terms he idly keeps. 
Till Truth breaks in on his repose. 

And then for past neglect he weeps. 
What, if we grant the heart is thine 

Of rash and unreflecting youth. 
How is it in his life's decline. 

When truth is heard and only truth ? 

On me the quiet few rely. 

For Memory's store is certain gain; 
For aid to thee the wretched fly, 

The poor resource of grief and pain. 
My friends like lawful traders deal 

With just accounts, with real views; 
But thine as losing gamesters feel. 

Who stake the more the more they lose. 
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HOPE. 

And they are right, for thus employed 
They &A not to disease a prey; 

Thus every moment is enjo/d. 
And 'tis a cheerfiil game they play. 

And tell me not they lose at last ; 
. Such loss is light, such care is vain. 

For if they hope till life be past, 

What hours 'for care or grief remain. 

You say the rash, the young, the bold. 
Are mine, and mine they are, 'tis true ; 

But, sister, art thou sure the old 
And grave are not my subjects too ? 

Struck by the paby's powerful blow. 

By the hir'd hands of servants led, 
Cold, tottering, impotent, and slow, . 

Borne to the board, and to the bed. 
Hear how the ancient trembler prays, 

Smit with the love of liiigering hete ! 
<^ Hdd yet my^ thread, flow on my days, 

^^ Nor let the last sad mom appear P' 
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The sage physician feels my aid 

Most when he. knows not what to do: 

I whisper then, <^ Be not afraid, 
" For I insj^e thy patient too." 

MBMORy. 

Vain of thy victories, thus misled 

Thy power, I own ; ala^ ! I feif^, 
It is this syren sotig I dread 

Whidh wr^Cdies long and dieitd'h^r. 
No ears are stopt, no limbs are bound, 

Impatient to thy coast diey fly, 
And soon as h^ard tiiy witjchillg aouiid, u 

They rest, thc^r sieep, t^ey* dVeam, th^ die. 



I ^ >-,< 
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A poet once — ^ the ttiUe are dsine, 
But yet I would my counsel give, — 

And said, *^ 'Tis naught !, the work decline : 
^< Thou once hast &il'd,. this will ,|iQt live.". 

Deeply he sighed^ atijd thou wer^ by, , 

To &n the half <^4j|igHi$h'4 iire.:, i 

" Try ofl<SB again,", thou ^di^t, ;^< oh ! try,^. 

<^ For now shall all the world admire." 
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HOPE. 

And how, I pray, can this be wrong? 

The man has clear and certain gain ; 
For when the world condemns his song, 

He can condemn the world again. 
Inspired by me, in strains sublime 

Shall many a gifted genius write, 
For mine is that bewitching rhyme 

That shall the wondering world delight. 

MEMORY. 

Yes, thou hast numbers light and vain, 
And mayst, I grant, a poet boast; 

I cannot show so large a train. 
But I have one, and he an host. 

HOPE. 

Still, I'm the nurse of young .desire. 

The fairy promiser of bliss : 
I am the good that aU require 

In passing dirough a world like this. 
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MEMORY. 

Say, rather, thou'rt the glow-worm light, 
That, mocks us with a faint display 

Of idle beams, that please the. sight, 
But i^ever serve to show the way. 

HOPE. 

Alas ! but this will never end, 

^Tis like a grave old aunt's relation : 

I would that reason might attend. 
And terminate our disputation. 

REASON. 

Obedient to your wish am I, 

And thus my sentiments disclose : 

Together you must live and die. 
Together must be friends or foes. 

For what is Hope, if Memory gives 
No aid, nor points her course aright?. 

She then a useless trifler lives,' 

And spends her strength in idle flight 
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And what from OCmuiEy^^ atDcss ohl chk 
That w3I &r care sHi alHi^ pay ? 

UnlesB wfma. tfaafe ateae raSss 

xnt Hope DHt ncaniiLwuccL wmy 



Be friwulHy aoii hDl^tonnB. be 
CXer aH t&Bor bietlsf fiews pfesudi^; 

For Menncj ge i eateat gocMi will do 
As Hope^s £rectBLV sttmf^i^ 



Sd siisa je both to MNEtek haig^ 
An eqnal good wl Sckqik's scale; 

And Hope her sweetest song shall sin^ 
When Memory teOs her wiUesI tale. 
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ELEGY 

ON THE ABROGATION OF THE BIRTH-NIGHT BALL, AND 
CONSEQUENT FINAL SUBVERSION OF THE MINUET. 

BY A BEAU OF THE. LAST CENTUBY. ' 



Now cease the exulting strain 1 

And bid the warbling lyre eomplain. 
Heave the soft sigh, and drop the tuneful tear, 
And mingle notes fer other than of mirth, 
E*en with the song that greets the new-bom year. 
Or hails the day that gave a monarch birth. 
That self-same sun, whose chariot wheels have roU*d, 
Thro' many a circling year, with glorious toil, 
Up to the axles in refulgent gold. 
And gems, and silk, and crape, and flowers, and foil; 

That self-same sun no longer dares 

Bequeath his honours to his heirs. 

And bid the dancing hours supply. 
As erst, with kindred pomp, his absence from the sky. 

For, ever at his lordly call 
Uprose the spangled night ! 
. Leading, in gorgeous splendour bright. 
The minuet and the ball. 
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And balls each firolic hour may bring. 
That revels thro* the maddening spring, 
Shakmg with hurried step the painted floor ; 
But minuets are no more ! 

No more the well-taught feet shall tread 

The figure of the mazy zed; 

The beau of other times shall mourn 

As gone, and neveir to return. 

The graceful bow, the curtsey low. 
The floating forms, that undulating glide, 
(Lake anchored vessels on the swelling tide) 
That rise and sink, alternate, as they go^ 
Now bent the knee, now lifted on the toe. 
The sidelong step that works its even way, 
The slow pas-grave, and slower balance — 
Stin with fix'd gaze he eyes die imagined fair. 
And turns the comer with an easy air. 
Not so his partner — firom her 'tangled train 
To fi^e her captiv&fi^ot she strives in-vain; 
Her 'tangled train the struggling captive holds 
(like great Atrides) in its &tal folds : 
The laws of gallantry his aid demand^ 
The laws of etiquette witiihold his hand. 
Such pains, such pleasures, now alike are o'er. 
And beaux and etiquette shall soon exist no more. 
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In their stead, behold advancnig, 

• 

Modem men and women dancing ! 
Step and dress alike express, 
Above, below, from head to toe, 
Male and female awkwardness. 
Without a hoop, without a ruf&e, 
One eternal jig and shuffle ; 
Where's the air, and where's the gait, 
Where*s the feather in the hat? 
Where's the frizz'd toupee, and where. 
Oh, where's the powder for their hair ? 
Where are all their former graces ? 
And where three-quarters of their faces ? 
With half the forehead lost, and half the phin, 
We know not where they end, or where begin. 

Mark the pair whom fiivouring fortune 

At the envy'd top shall place- 
Humbly they the rest importune 
To vouchsafe a little space. 

Not the graceful arm to wave in. 

Or the silken robe expand ; 
All superfluous action saving. 

Idly drops the lifeless hand. 

F 2 
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Her down-cast eye, the modest beauty 
Sends, as doubtftd of their skill, 

To see if feet perform their duty, 
And their endless task fulfil ; 

Footing, footing, footing, footing. 

Footing, footing, footing still. 

While the rest, in hedge-row state. 

All insensible to sound. 
With more than human patience wait. 

Like trees fast rooted in the ground : 

« 
Not such as once, with sprightly motion, 

To distant music stirred their stumps. 

And tript, fi-om Pelion to the ocean, 

Performing avenues and clumps ; . 

What time old Jason's ship, the Argo, 
Orpheus fiddling at the helm, 

From Colchis bore her golden cargo, 
Dancing o'er the azure rnidn. 

But why recm* to ancient story, 

Or balls of modem date ? 
Be mine to trace the minuet's fate. 

And weep its &Ilen glory : 
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To ask who rang the parting knell ? 
If Vestris came the solemn dirge to hear ? 
Genius of Valoiiy, didst thou hover near? 
Shade of Lepicq ! and spirit of Gondel ! 

I saw their angry forms arise, 

Where wreaths of smoke involve the skies, 

Above St. James's steeple : 
I lieard them curse our heavy heel, 
The Irish step, the Highland reel, 
And all the United People. 
To the dense air the curse^ adhesive, clung. 
Repeated since by many a modish tongue. 
In words that may be said, but never shall be sung. * 

What caiise untimely urged the minuet's &te ? 
Did war subvert the manners of the state ? 
Did savage nations give the barbarous law, 
The Gaul Cisalpine, or the Gronoquaw ? 
Its &11 was destined to a peaceful land, 
A sportive pencil, and a courtly hand ; 
They left a name that time itself might spare 
To grinding organs and the dancing bear. 



* ** Go to the d — ^1 and shake yourself,'* — the name of a favor 

lite country dance^ 

F 3 
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On Avon's banks, where sport and laugh 
Careless pleasure's sons and daughters. 
Where health the sick and aged qua£^ 
From good king Bladud's healing waters ; 
While Genius sketched, and Humour grouped, 
Then it sickened, then it drooped. 
Saddened with laughter, wasted with a sneer. 
And the long minuet shortened its career. 
With cadence slow, and solemn pace, 
Th' indignant mourner quits the place. 
For ever quits — no more to roam 
From proud Augusta's r^al dome. 
Ah ! not unhappy who securely rest 
Within the sacred precincts of a court ; 

« 

Who then their timid steps shall dare arrest ? 

White wands shall guide them and gold sticks support. 



In vain — these eyes, with tears of horror wet, 
Read its death-warrant in the Court Gazette. 
<^ No ball to-night," Lord Chamberlain proclaims, 
^' No ball to-night shall grace thy roof, St James ! 
" No ball !" the Globe, the Sun, the Stars repeat, 
The morning paper, and the evening sheet : 
Thro' all the land the tragic news has spread. 
And all the land has moum'd the minuet dead. 
So, power completes, but satire sketch'd the plan. 
And Cecil ends what Bunbury began. 



9f 
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A RIDDLE. 



3ssa 



Twas in heaven pronounced, and 'twas muttered in heU^ 
And echo caught fiundy the sound as it fell': 
On the confines of earth 'twas permitted to rest, 
And the depths of the ocean its presence confest; ^ 
'Twill be found in the sphere when 'tis riven asunder, 
Be seen in the lightning, and heard in the thunder. 
'Twas allotted to man with his earliest breath. 
Attends at his birth, and awaits him in death. 
Presides o'er his happiness, honor, and health. 
Is the prop of his house, and the end of his wealth. 
In the heaps of the miser 'tis hoarded with care. 
But is sure to be lost on his prodigal heir. 
It begins every hope, every wish it must bound. 
With the husbandman toils, and with monarchs is 

crown'd. 
Without it the soldier, the seaman inay roam. 
But wo to the wretch who expels it firom home ! 
In the whispers of conscience its voice will be found. 
Nor e'en in the whirlwind of passion be drown'd. 
'Twill not soften the heart; but though deaf be the ear. 
It will make it acutely and instantly hear. 
Yet in shade lelt it rest like a delicate flower, 
Ah breathe on it softly -<- it dies in an ko'ur. 

F 4 
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A RIDDLE. 



Inscribed on many a learned page. 
In mystic characters and sage. 

Long time myjirst has stood ; 
And thou^ its golden age be past, 
In wooden walls it yet may last, 

nil doth'd with flesh and blood. 

My second is a glorious prize 

For all who love their wondering eyes 

With curious sights to pamper ; 
But 'tis a sight — which should they meet 
All' improviso in the street, 

Ye gods ! how they would scamper I 

My toid^s a sort of wandering throne, 
To woman limited alone, 

The Salique law reversing ; 
But while th' imaginary queen 
Prepares to act this novel scene. 

Her royal part rehearsing, 
O'ertuming her presumptuous plan, 
Up climbs the old usurper — man, 
And she jogs after as she ean. 
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THE CLEARING SHOWER. 



AUGUST 1817. 



The rising moon look'd clear and mild. 

In chasten'd tints of glowing eve. 
And bright the early morning smil'd ; , 

It flatter'd only to deceive ! 
The clouds a closer tapestry weave. 

Still thickening towards the noon-tide hour ; 
One chance remains for hope to give, 

O may it be the clearing shower ! 
No : — fast the pattering rain-drops fall. 

On swelling Avon's troubled tide ; 
To reach ere night their much-loVd hall, 

Swift must the homeward travellers ride. 
To horse ! if well or ill betide, 

If skies and fortune shine or lower. 
The hearts that fate could ne'er divide, 
. Shall not be sever'd by a shower. 
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But here how changed the lovely scene, 

No more the laughing corn-fields wave ; 
Driven firom their haunts of sunny green. 

The woodland's truant children save 
Their shuddering forms in hollow cave. 

The broad oaks which, in happier hour. 
Cool shade or fi:iendly shelter gave. 

Dash fi'om their roof a second shower. 
This pelting storm may be the last ; 

Ah no ! that clown who reads the sky, 
Shrinks from the hollow threat'ning blast. 

And raising a distrustful eye. 
Yields not one cheering prophecy. 

New signs of ill approach unheeded. 
That heavy cloud has travelled by ; 

But oh I another has succeeded ! 
See where beneath yon crowded shed. 

The melancholy reapers stand. 
With folded arms and silent dread, 

A sickle in each idle hand. 
Pity, kind Heaven ! the suffering band. 

Chase firoward nature's fi^owns away. 
Bid active labour bless the land. 

And hail we this — the clearing day. 
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Our home once gain'd, though nature lowers, 

Swohi to dark floods the silver streams, 
And noxious blasts and barbarous Sihowers, 

Banish all soft poetic themes ; 
With the brisk fire's benignant gleams, 

With kind salutes and warm embraces, 
That sunshine shall be ours which beams 

From loving hearts and happy faces* 
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*Tis sweet the gifts surveying 

Of friends in absence dear, 
Tis sweet the sonnets playing^ 

Which they have lov'd to hear ; 
To trace the known resemblance, 

And gaze on every part, 
Each token of remembrance 

Restores them to the heart* 

The magic of affection 

Shall trace her sacred ring. 
And charm away dejection. 

And Hope's enchantment bring ; 
Revive, in foulest weather. 

The calm domestic scene. 
And bring old friends together, 

Though oceans roar between. 
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SONNET. 






When last we parted, thou wert young and fair, 
How beautifid let fond remembrance say ! 
Alas J since then, old time has stol'n away 

Full thirty years, leaving my temples bare. — 

So has it perish'd like a thing of air, 

The dream of love and youth ! — now both are grey, 
Yet still remembering that delightfiil d^.y, 

Tho' time with his cold touch has blanch'd my hair, 

Tlio' I have suffer'd many years of pain. 
Since then ; tho' I did never think to live 

To hear that voice or see those eyes again, 
I can a sad, but cordial greeting give. 

And for thy wel&re breathe as warm a pray'r, 
As when I lov'd thee young and fidr ! 
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ON THE KING'S ILLNESS. 



Rest, resl^ afflicted spirit, quickly pnss. 

Thy hour of bitter suffering ! Rest awaits thee, 

There, where, the load of weary life laid down. 

The peasant and the king repose together : 

There peaceful sleep, thy quiet grave bedeVd 

TVith tears of those who lov'd thee. — Not fi>r thee. 

In the dark chambers of the nether world. 

Shall spectre kings rise from their burning thrones 

And point the yacant seat, and scoffing say. 

Art thou become like us? Oh not fcnr thee; 

For thou hadst human feelings, and hast liVd 

A man with men ; and kindly charities. 

Even such as warm the cottage hearth, were thine. 

And therefore falls the tear from eyes not used 

To gaze on kings with admiration fond. 

And thou hast knelt at meek religion's shrine 

« 

TVith no mock homage, and hast own'd her rights 
Sacred in every breast ; and therefore rise. 
Affectionate, for thee, the orisons * 
And mingled prayers, alike froin vaulted domes, 
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Whence the loud organ peals, and raftered roofs 
Of humbler worship. — Still remembering this, 
A nation'^ pity and a nation^s love 
Linger beside thy couch, in this the day 
Of thy sad visitation, veiling faults 
Of erring judgment, and not will perverse. 
Yet, oh that thou hadst clos'd the woimds of war 1 
That had been praise to suit a higher strain. 
Farewell the years roU'd down the gulf of time ! 
Thy name has chronicled a long bright page 
Of England's story, and perhaps the babe 
Who opens, as thou closest thine, his eyes 
On this eventful world, when aged grown, 
Musing on times gone by, shall sigh and say, 
Shaking his thin grey hairs, whit^d with grief. 
Our fiithers' days were happy. Fare thee well ! 
My thread of life has even run with thine 
For many a lustre, and thy closing day 
I contemplate, not mindless of my own. 
Nor to its call reluctant. 
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TO MRS- 



ON RETURNING A FINE HYACINTH PLANT AFTER THE 

BLOOM WAS OVER. 



£y£N as a cherish'd daughter leaves her home 

Blushing and breathing sweets ; her home, where, nurs'd 

With fond attendance every mom and eve, 

She grew and flourisb'd, and put forth her charms 

In virgin purity; and to that home 

From the polluted commerce of the world, 

Returns with faded charms, £)rlom and sad. 

And soil'd and drooping locks — in such sad plight 

Send I your nurseling ; breathing now no more 

Ambrosial sweets, nor lifting her proud st^n. 

Rich with enamell'd flowers, to meet the gaze 

Of raptur'd florist, but retum'd to lie 

Low in the earth ; yet, when the genial Spring 

With new impulses thrills the swelling veins. 

The plant may bloom again — not so the maid. 
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TO THE LARK. 



Mount, child of Morning, mount and sing, 
And gaily beat thy fluttering wing. 

And sound thy shrill alarms : 
Bath'd in the fountains of the dew 
Thy sense is keen, thy joys are new ; 
The wide world opens to thy view. 

And spreads its earliest charms. 

Far shower'd around, the hill, the plain 
Catch the glad impulse of thy strain. 

And fling their vea aside; 
While warm with hope and rapturous joy 
Thy thrilling lay rings cheerily. 
Love swells its notes, and liberty. 

And youth's exulting pride. 
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Thy little bosom knows no ill. 

No gloomy thought, no wayward will : 

'Tis sunshine all, and ease. 
Like thy own plumes along the sky, 
Thy tranquil days glide smoothly by ; 
No track behind them as they fly 

Proclaims departed peace. 

'Twas thus my earliest hopes aspired, 
'Twas thus, with youthful ardour fired, 

I vainly thought to soar : 
To snatch from &te the dazzling prize. 
Beyond the beam of vulgar eyes. — 
-^— Alas ! th' unbidden sigh will rise. 

Those days shall dawn no more ! 

How glorious rose life's morning star ! 
In bright procession round her car, 

How danced the heavenly train ! 
Truth beckon'd from hex radiant throne, 
And Fame held high her starry crown. 
While Hope and Love looked smiling down. 

Nor bade my toils be vain. 



83 

Too soon the fond illusion past; — 
Too gay, too bright, too pure to last, 

It melted from my gaze. 
And, narrowing with each coming year, 
Life's onward path grew dark and drear. 
While pride forbade the starting tear 

Would &11 o'er happier days. 

Still o'er my soul, though changed and dead. 
One lingering, doubtful beam is shed; 

One ray not yet withdrawn ; 
And still that twilight soft and dear, 
That tells of friends and former cheer. 
Half makes me fain to linger here, — 

Half hope a second dawn. 

Sing on ! sing on I What heart so cold, 
When such a tale of joy is told. 

But needs must sympathize ! 
As from some cherub of the sky 
I hail thy morning melody. — 
Oh ! could I mount with thee on high 

And share thy ecstasies ! 
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SONG. 



The features speak the warmest heart. 

But not for me its ardour glows ; 
In that soft blush I have no part. 

That mingles with her bosom's snows. 

• 

In that dear drop I have no share, 
That trembles in her melting eye ; 

Nor is my love the tender care 

That bids her. heave that anxious sigh. 

Not fimcy's happiest hours create 

Visions of rapture as divine, 
As the dear bliss that must await 

Tlie man, whose soul is knit to thine. 

But oh ! farewell this treacherous them^ 
Which, tho' 'tis misery to forego, 

Yields but of joy one soothing dream, 

That grief like mine thou ne'er shalt know. 
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STANZAS, 

SUGGESTED BT A CANZONE OF PETRARCH. 



Amor te vum chH tortd al giogo mniico, — P. 2. C, 2. 

AwAT, proud boy, away ! thou canst not harm ; 
Seize not thy unstrung bow, no \ aim thv dart, 
Void is thy quiver, nerveless is thine arm. 
Vanished thy cruel empire o'er my heart : 
No moi*e a mighty god 
Art thou, who^e sov'reign nod 
To worlds can woes and terrors wild impart ; 
No more I bend and weep before thy throne, 
And sigh my soul away, unheeded and alone. 

Hence, tyrant urchin, hence ! and humbly lay 
At the cold foot of death thy broken bow; 
Death's iron hand has borne thy torch away. 

Death ! mightier Death I proud victor, binds thee low* 
A feeble child thou art. 
And aim'st a pointless dart 
Arm'd by despair, my bosom dares the blow ! — 
Thy baby archery I laugh to scorn — 
Away I and leave me here, my liberty to mourn. 

G 3 
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Or, if once more thou wouldst me of thy train, 
Seek thou my treasure in the earth laid low ; 
And if it be that thy unbounded reign 

O'er Heaven extends, and o'er th' abyss below. 
Burst thou the sacred tomb, 
That clasp'd in early bloom 
The form to which alone my soul could bow ! 
Wrest thou from death the prize he bore away, 
And in her charms resume thy universal sway. 

Hang on that brow the 3ame sad pensive weight, 
Then wake the smile that might awake the dead. 

Bright as the glittering beam of orient light 

Breaks o'er a weeping sky when storms are fled ! 
And breathe those sounds again. 
Thrilling thro' every vein. 
Sounds that to thoughts of Heaven the fancy led, 
While the rapt soul hung fondly on each note. 
Which on the ear, when past, long sweetly seem'd to 
float 

m 

And those luxuriant locks with art controU'd, 
In glossy braids around her temples bind, 

Now in an envious net of twisted gold 
Be all their waving glories close confin'd ; 
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Now loose from every band, 

With sly and sportive hand 
Toss them in ringlets on the wanton wind, 
Then bind me, gazing, to thy car again. 
And I will kiss my bonds, and hug once more my chain. 
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A VOLUNTEER SONG. 

wmiTTSN IN THE YEIb 1803, BUT NEVEE BEFORE PBINTEO. 



X E, who Britain's soldiers be, 
Freemen, children of the free, 
Who freely come at danger's call 
From shop and palace, cot and hall. 

And brace ye bravely up in warlike geer 

For all that ye hold dear ! 

Blest in your hands be sword and spear ! 
There is no banded Briton here 
On whom some fond mate hath not smil'd. 
Or hung in love some lisping child ; 

Or aged parent, grasping his last stay 

With locks of honoured grey. 

Such men behold with steady pride 
The threatened tempest gath'ring wide. 
And list, with onward forms inclined, 
To sound of JToemen on the wind, 

And bravely act, 'mid the wild battle's roar, 

In scenes untried before. 
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Let vet'rans boast, as well they may, 

Nerves steel'd in many a bloody day ; 

The gen'rous heart, who takes his stand 

Upon his fi*ee and native land, 
Doth with the first sound of the hostile dnun 
A fearless man become. 

Come then, ye hosts that madly pour 
From wave-toss'd floats upon our shore ! 
* If fell or gentle, felse or true, 
Let those eiiquire who wish to sue : 
Nor fiend nor hero fi*om a foreign strtod 
^ Shall lord it in our land. 

Come then, ye hosts that madly pour 
From wave-toss'd floats upon our shore ! 
An adverse wind or breezeless main, 
Lock'd in their ports our tars detain. 
To waste their wistfiil spirits, vainly keen, 
. Else here ye had not been. 

Yet, nevertheless, in strong array. 
Prepare ye for a well-fought day. 
Let banners wave, and trumpets sound. 
And closing cohorts darken round. 

And the fierce onset raise its mingled roar. 

New sound on England's shore ! 
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Freemen, children of tbe free, 

Are brave alike on land or sea ; * 

And every rood of British ground, 

On which a hostile glave is found. 
Proves, under their firm tread and vigorous stroke, 
A deck of royal oak. 

* It was then frequently said, that our seamen excelled our 
soldiers. 
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THE FOUNTAIN.* 



It was a well 
Of whitest marble, white as from the quarry; 
And richly wrought with many a high relief, 
Greek sculpture — in some earlier day perhaps 
A tomb, and honour'd with a hero's ashes. 
The water from the rock fill'd, overflow'd it; 
Then dash'd away, playing the prodigal. 
And soon was lost — stealing, unseen, unheard, 
Through the long grass, and round the twisted roots 
Of aged trees — discovering where it ran 
By the fresh verdure. Overcome with heat, 
I threw me down, admiring, as I lay. 
That shady nook, a singing-place for birds, 
That grove so intricate, so foil of flowers, 
More than enough to {dease a maid a-Maying. 

The sun was down, a distant convent-bell 
Ringing the Angehis ; and now approached 
The hour for stir and village gossip there, 
The hour Bebekah came, when from the well 

* Near Mola di Gaeta, in the kingdom of Naples. 
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She drew with such alacrity to serve 

The stranger and his camels. Soon I heard 

Footsteps ; and, lo, descending by a path 

Trodden for ages, many a nymph appear'd, 

Appear'd and Vanished, bearing on her head 

Her earthen pitcher. It cali'd up the day 

Ulysses landed there ; and long I gaz'd. 

Like one awaking in a distant time. 

At length there came the loveliest of them all, 

Her little brother dancing down before her ; 

And ever as he spoke, which he did ever, 

Turning and looking up in warmth of heart 

And brotherly affection. Stopping there. 

She join'd her rosy hands, and, filling them 

With the pure element, gave him to drink ; 

And, while he quench'd his thirst, standing on tiptoe, 

Look'd down upon him with a sister's smile, 

Nor stirr'd till he had done - — fix'd as a statue. 

Then hadst thou seen them as they stood, Canaoa, 
Thou hadst endow'd them with eternal youth ; 
And they had evermore liv'd undivided. 
Winning all hearts — of all thy works the &irest ! 
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SONNET, 



WRITTEN AT THE PIR^US, 1820. 



What though I hear tt' Agsean billows roar. 

And eye the de^ where Persia's navy rode, 
What have I left except my native shore ? 

What have I chang'd beyond my mere abode ? 
The &ncied future, aspirations high 

Which reason scarce could quell, th' upbraiding shame 
Of sloth 'midst busy crowds, the weak desire 

Of that ideal fev'rish want, a name. 
No longer tantalize the mental eye, 

« 

When nought gives food to such tormenting fire. 

Yet, still the moumftd memory of the past. 
Clouding my spirit, throws a deeper gloom 
Than e'en befits the scene, a nation^s tomb^ 

And that I feel thro' eViy dime must last. 
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SONNET, 



WBITTEN OFF CEFALLONU, 1820. 



Once more, ye Pleiads of the Ionian deep, 

Welcome ! in misty distance, 'midst the roar 
Of warring waves and winds, that fiercely sweep 

The giant barriers of the Locrian shore I 
The struggling beams of infant light ye shed. 

Seem lovelier far, tho' timorously bright. 
Oh ! may they light the inevitable stojm. 

And shine, e'er long, the morning star of Greece : 
Britannia ! shield young Freedom's shrinking form ; 

Protect in war, and educate in peace. 
Amidst the gloom which Othman's race has spread. 

The lengthen'd darkness of that wint'iy night. 
Welcome, ye Pleiads ! may your orient ray 
Become the sun of Greece, the dawn of Day ! 
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SONNET, 

ON LEAVING GREECE, 182(K 



Hrt.TiAS ! &rewell I — with ai^ous gaze I view, 

Lovely in tears, and injur'd as thou art^ 
Thy summits melting in the distant blue, 

Fade from my eyes, but linger in my heart 
Submissive, silent victim ! dost thou feel 

The chains which gall.thee? or has lengthen'd grief 
Numb'd hate and shame alike with hope and zeal. 

And brought insensibility's reUef ? . 
Awake ! adjur'd by ev*iy chief and sage 

Thou once could'st boast in many a meaner caus^ 
And let the tame submission of an age, 

Like« Nature's hush'd and scarcely rustling paus^ 
Ere winds burst forth, foretell the approaching storm. 
When thou shalt grasp the spear, and raise thy prostrate 
form. 



/ 
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LINES, 



WRITTEN AT ATHENS IN 1820. . 



fif tr(frc, waXucdpM vh {Vtrc ara arwky 

Mwaxoif <ra ktotfrdpui, <rrats ^x^'9 *'*''^ 0ovra ; 

^m^ats vh KaTotK€iT€, vii /SA^erc icAaSu(; 

Na f€vyer* iar* rw Koaitov 71a niy wucpii fftchjolSid ;" 

(MS. Song of Riga.) 



Tis now the fourth revolving age, 
Since Hellas bow'd beneath the rage 

Of Othman's stormy sway; 
Whose deep'ning gloom and horror spread 
Till all the light of life was fled, 

And quench'd each mental ray. 
Four ages beat the heavy shower. 
And flash'd those forked bolts of power. 

And howl'd that hollow blast ; 
Whate'er could bend, or blight, or chill, 
Unnerve her frame, relax her will. 

Redoubled fierce and &st. 
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Till suffering shed thi^ aher'd hn^ 
Oer features sad$ yet sweet to;view, 

And blanch'd her blooming cheeks 
Still, tears that gather d^re not stairt, > 
Tho' sighs represt sho«ild burst her h^art, 
She lies despis'd and v/ftsik* 
Have sages lived, and heroes died, / / 
Hellas, to gwell a Soythian's pride? 

Not guilt, yet shame is thine^ 

I mark the Moslem mute and strong, 
And must I hear the Athenian's ^ong ^ 

O'er bowls of San wine» 
Convivial threats, or plaintive strains, r 
When arms, if he would burst his chains. 

Should strike, -— not lips repine ? 
If liberty can e'er be bought 
By woKdSf let andent wisdom's thought 

Prepare young valour's deed ; 
Or, if ye will not wake the fires 
That warm'd of yore your glorious sires. 

And learn like them to bleed. 
Imbibe the draught of nsbral health. 
Collect and store the mental wealth. 

The knowledge which is power ; 
Prepare, while slavery's stillness shows 
The tempest brooding e'er it blows, -^ 

Prq)are to meet the hour. 

H 
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For arms alooe^ imbrued in bloody 
And fleets, that sweep the subject flood. 

Ne'er made a nation great : 
Fingers that wake the living lyre. 
And tongues that Phoebus tips with fire 

More nobly deck a state. 
Of all, whom once the overflowing North, 
Or Scythia pour'd in torrents forth, 

What trace remains behind? 
Are Gallia's sons, because they bled 
To heap the groaning earth with dead. 

Endeared to human kind ? 
Renown, like this, the deadly skill 
And burning thirst to curse and kill. 
Is mere pre-eminence in ill ; 
But liber^ defended weQ, 
Where freemen fought, and tyrants fell. 

Confers a right to feme- 
Hellas ! if virtue^ once thy boast. 
Has left for aye this rugged coast. 

Assume some meaner name* 
If not — awake ! — From Corfu's height 
To far Cythera, Freedom's light, 

Hope's heavenly arch, is seen 
Mingling its seven harmonious tints. 
That pledge of moral sunshine prints, 

Heaven's blue and ocean's green. 
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Clouded no more by mists of sorrot^, 
Those blended hues, of beauty borrow 

From Albion's sun their birth ; 
Amidst them smiles the rocky isle, 
Where science turns a fostermg smile, 

Ithaca's sacred earth, 
Now dear fix)m Homer's magic name ; 
But soon from Grscia's orient fame 

And liberty and worth.* 



♦ The Greek revolution has now checked the immediate progress 
of the university, of which Lord Guilford was, in 1819, appointed 
chancellor. 
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THE ADDRESS OF ODUSSEUS TO THE GREEKS, 



AT THBRMOPYUE, ON THE 20TH OF JUI,y» 1 822. 



TltSfktSf yvMLucasy ^«uv re irwrpt^ Ch;^ 

eijiraf t« icfiay6vw* wv Mp iramaf hiy^. (iEsCHTLl Persao.) 



Grecians ! ye know what spot, 
Decides to-day your lot — 

Thennopylae 

Again must see 
Blood wash away our blot. 

The Lord has brought the spoil, 
The victim to our toil — 
What priest can falter 
At Freedom's altar, 
This blest, this hallowed soil ? 
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Now we have known the worsts 
Retreat were doubly curst ; 

The life it saves 

May tempt those sl^ve^ *^ 
Not Greeks, whose bonds are burst 

r 

Let servil^ P|p^:;ia f<K> 

The Northern Tsar's crew*«- 

Jlone our band 

On Grecian land 
Can keep th^ $wQirds U dr«w« 

Tho' Hellas, roused fiiom slf)^ 
Resumes her natiye dsgp^ 

On earth the foe 

Must crouch as low. 
Or Moslem matrons weep. 

The tyrant's die is cast — - 
Greeks ! swear it bjf tiiepastj — - 

The present hour 

Which brings you power,— 
TheJiOure bright at last 

H 8 
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Swear, siace our patriarch's corse 
Was freedom's gory source, 

« 

New wrongs endured. 
Revenge secured, 
Shall nerve your country's force. 

Our country ! would ye change her, 
Tho' lured and left to danger. 

For all the soules 

The Seven Isles 
Boast from the ambiguous strange ? 

St. Michael's diamond rays 
Outshine not patriot's praise. 

Unless that star 

Displayed more far 
*f The pledge of happier days." "^ 

Look at our glorious sky I — 
A dome for those who die ; 

Before we quail, 

Yon sun shaU f^ilJ 
Which lights that canppy. 



* ** Auspicium melioris svi," the motto of the new Anglo-Gredan 
order of St| Michael and St. George. 
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Buty words for such as need 'em» 
Bappars for those who read 'em — 

Oiirfoe^ iheTurkl 

Victory, our work ! 
On^ for the Cross and Freedom ! 
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rr^s *i<cs»era* -"iptdM. "flat uabv ^u:3«ti aar "o 



?ot our OaiioQ|$!i3(:?v* were oer .lie jmi 30^ mac&. 

^Vht/ Jw: '»pr#«d^ Jkfc tite rrjc^her white wm^ 10 Au wnid» 
Y*X ** thfc haris* rrf ♦iie i^uuKis"* wuulil leave hur bdbLmd ; 
"thi/ tbt: [jucii^dt like the Hydra^ front :>alphi 
A haiiMiMTii Cff iroa« it toudi'd noC oar boafes. 



Pffynot^ SpewmSf and Hydriotes, mursed on theifayf»9^ 

Best Bumeli^s* gardeners and Tripoli's slaves; 

7%^ are tfardlass tp Uve» «^ are ready Ho Me^ 

4^fl /^^ hi9f(r^ ai'e ben^nnb'd, while <m^ puls^ beat I^i^ 

This (^^Qsopef is Gbradun— the eagle np lapjr^ 
Spreads imperial wings o'er Anadoli's shore; 
Pil4;tb($ ;4wghtffr #f ft'^04pTO has an»weted our ery> j 
And h^ p^raaV-T ? we gat;^ wber^ jfoa bright stneamorsr 

fly., ■ ; :* ; ,'.",. ' ' ''.,'■ 

c • • . ' • ' • 

. . .• « •. ( • • . . r ' • I 

Can those bosoms of Britain be cold to the glow. 
Which we feel now our country has struck the death blow ? 
Ah ! no — from their mast see our banner unfiirl'd. 
With the flag that protected and rescued the world. 

Then scom'd be the tale which the Scjrthian has told. 
That Britannia alone would be selfish and cold ; 
Her Ionian beacop, no Pharos to save, 
But a death-light that hovers o'er Libertjr's grave. 



* Bostangis (guards of the Sultan), literally gardeners, embarked 
Id the scarcity of seamen. 

f Where the Turkish fleet, under Jaffer Bey, was burnt by the 
Russians. 
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FROM A MS. DRAMA. 

CHORUS OF GREEK MATRONS, 



TiMB, the Zkum of the Day — Scbnb, Cape Madic^ mSda. 



Hail ! once again, great fount of life, and lights 
Hail, holy symbol of a holier source ! 

Thou shinest forth unalterably bright. 

Thou risest still to run thy destin'd course ; 

• 

Alone in beauty —all around is changed -— 
No turrets brighten in thy kindling rayj 

The vale o'er which our eyes delighted ranged. 
No longer gaily hails the Lord of day. 

Tho* carnage taint the citron's vernal breath. 
He shines on Scio, now a nation's grave. 

Whose latest harvest was a crop of death. 

When Moslem sabres mowed her young and brave. 

In vain spring clothes the mastic's fragrant bough. 
Dances no more will sweep those orange bowers-^ 

Brave youths, and beauteous maids, where are ye now ? 
These in the grave, and those in Stambol's towers. 
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« 

Yon radiant son, tbis green and bursting spring, 
Make us more d^qily feel our country's woe — 

Oh! may thdr Great Creator deign to bring 
He^ to his flock, and lay the oppressor low. 



tis thy will to chagten» 
Grant us but strength to bear a parent's n 
If we have borne suffident sorrow, hasten 
To whelm our foes and tfainei Ahni^ty G 

SEMICHOHUS. 

Hark! the Turkish thundem roar 
Down the Anatolian shore, 

From a hundn^ bmzto throats. 
Where the CffXNidana floats ; 
Grseda's Tolley feebly rattles *-^ 
Save our oountry, God of battles ! 
Let the oppressor feel thine ire; 
Speak m thunder^ smite with flre. 
Grecian^l think with n^ and, pridQ*^ 
Tumbaz f Uve$ and Ijamhro X died ! 



* The guns of the Capoudana, or flag-ship, were of three times the 
calibre of the Gre^ 

I V V % -> • 

f The Greek admiral, 8on4n-law of Bobolina, the Artemisia of 
Psyra. 
* X l4ai«khrQ Cai)9i(MlMt t|ie Cri]^ naval faeiy) of n^Q. 
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Rights to gain, and wrongs to pay, 

Consecrate this awfui day. 

Hark ! what wild and fearfiil yell, ' 

Broke from out that flod,ling hell ; 

Hark ! that crash ^* 'twas Freedom ^poke^ 

Bm'sting Ghraecia's iron yoke. 

Kara's* caick' ploughs the water> 

Choaked with .corses, red with slaughter. 

Burning fragments strew his path, ••^ 

Can he scape the avenger's wrath ? 

Yes, the Moslems gain the strand, 
Bearing him who smote our land. ^ 
Wrath and pride were on hifi brow; -. 
Pain and grief are painted nott7. 
Costliest furs adom'd his vest, 
Diamonds beam'd around his orest -^ 
Nfftx) he lies in mean attire, 
Drench'd in gc»re, and singed by fire. 
Turban'd Odas f round him swept, 
Scio's ofispring vainly wept ; 
Now, in turn, let Mosl^ns weep, 
O'er their Pasha's death*like sleep. 

* The destroyer of Scio. 
f Companies of Janizaries. 
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I me, you, who dared despise 
iilgar maxims, who, from^ eyes 
. weU might grace the lovehest feir, 
d not because bright sense beam'd there ; 
ne, through all these thirteen years, 
ugh varying scenes of hopes and fears, 
d ignorance more faithful prove ? 
Id folly's self more warmly love ? 
^n long may this auspicious mom, 
each still happier year's return, 
•11, what thy sweet experience shows, 
nat head and heart are friends, not foes. 
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THE LAST LEAF. 



Thou last pale relic from yon widowed tree, 
HoTering awhile in air, as if to leave 
Thy native sprig reluctant, how I grieve^ 

And heave the sigh of kindred sympathy, 

♦ 

That thou art fall'n ! — for I too whilom play'd 
Upon the tc^most bough of youth's gay spring ; 
Have sported blithe on summer^s golden wing; 

And now I see my fleeting autumn &de. 

Y^ '^ sear and yellow lea^** thou^ thou and I 
Thus fiur resemUe, and this frame, like thee;. 
In the cold silent ground be doom'd to lie. 

Thou never more will climb thy parent tree; 

But I, through fidth in my Redeemer, trust. 
That I shall rise again, eVn fit>m the dust. 
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ON READING 

WALTER SCOTS " MARMION." 



Charm'd by the patriot muse of Flodden Field, 
My country's dearer claims the while forgot^ 

I almost wish'd that Surry's host might yield. 
And (pardon England) longed to be a Scot 

For torpid is the heart that doth not feel. 
As he directs, the poet's powerful ^ell. 

When heaven-bom genius fires his patriot zeal, 
And bids him sing so sweetly and so well. 

And highly too it orownM my fond desire, 
In this long barren dearth of Southern song^ 

To hear once more proud Ettrick's living lyre. 
Each glowing chord's harmonious swell prolong ; 

Whose strains sublime, like deepeifing thunders, roll 
The batde's stormy wave, and fill tb' impassioned soul ! 



I 2 
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ON A GREY HAIR. 



Thou, whom the giddy mock, the gay deride, 
Protracted folly's scourge, and foe to pride, 
I'll meet thee, poor, pale omen of decay, 
With all the little wisdom that I may ; 
And hail thee, herald of the tranquil hour, 
Of cahn sensations, and high reason's power. 
Of just ambition, to whose flight is given 
No sordid check, but still aspires to Heaven. 
Let others spurn thee, — I, without a dread, 
Welcome thy long-lov'd honors to my head ; 
I will, but, like a bee of vagrant wing. 
That trifled o'er the treasures of the spring. 
Research the garden with a nicer care. 
Extend a wider flight thro' fields of air, 
Or deeper probe the nectar'd flow'ret's bell. 
To bring the honied wisdom to my cell ; 
Liaden with sweets, and treasuring up the store, 
I'll dread life's coming wintry storms no more. 
Yes, yes ! — thy mdhitory voice I hesbr. 
Low numbering all the evils in thy rear ; 
The wrinkled firont, dim eye, and pallid cheek. 
Are but the preludes to the general wreck. 
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But can no other charm their loss supply ? 
And is there left no light t' illume the eye ? 
Yes, it shall kindle at a friend's return ; 
Tears shall suffuse it if a friend shall mourn ; 
O'er earth its views benevolent be given, 
And &ith shall fix its hallow'd gaze on Heaven. 
Nor with a pencil dipt in sordid care. 
Shall time's deep furrow on my brow appear ; 
But there shall sit, as years successive roll. 
The calm unclouded sunshine of the souf: 
Wit's ready sallies we may well resign. 
The lip of truth and kindness shall be mine. 
And 'tis the meed of blameless life the while. 
To dress the placid features in a smile. 
Then age, dear honorable age ! I'll tlirow 
Youth's many mingled chaplet firom my brow 
With meek propriety, and in its room. 
The decent coif, and sober stole assume ; 
Nor fear, tho' gayer charms may &de away, 
Aught that we lov'd in love can e'er decay. 
Of that fgnd tie that made us man and wife. 
Full half the bargain was the wane of life : 
Earth's feeble bonds with what is earthly sever. 
But they who truly love unite for ever. 
Rich in that love, in honor'd wisdom's store, 
I'll dread life's coming wintry storms no more. 

I 3 
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SONNET. 



I KNOW thee not, bright creature, ne'er shall know ; 

Thy course and mine lie far and far away ; 

Yet heaven this once has given me to survey 
Those charms that seldom may be seen below. 
We part as soon as met, but where I go 

Thy form shall ever be ; upon thy way 

Shall heaven, for thou art heaven's, its mildest ray 
Shed ever bright ; yet tho' disease and woe 

Thy cheek consume not. Time will have his prey, 
And I may meet and know thee not again. 

But what lives in the mind shall not decay. 
And thus shall mine thy form divine retain. 

In all the freshness of youth's dawning day, 
When thou may'st be no more, and earth laments in 
vain. 
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BELSHAZZAR^S FEAST. 



TwAS night in Babylon, — yet many a beam 
Of lamps, far glittering from her domes on high, 
Shone, brightly mingling in Euphrates' stream. 
With the clear stars of that Chaldean sky. 
Whose azure knows no cloud : — each whispered sigh 
Of the soft night-breeze through her terrace-bowers 
Bore softer tones of joy and melody, 
O'er an illumin'd wilderness of flowers ; 
And the glad city's voice went up from all her towers. 

But prouder mirth was in the blazing haH, 
Where, midst adoring slaves, a gorgeous band ! 
High at the stately midnight-festival, 
Belshazzar sat enthron'd ! — there luxury's hand 
Had shower'd around all treasures that expand 
Beneath the burning East ; — all gems that pour 
The sun-beams back ; — all sweets of many a land. 
Whose gales waft incense from their spicy shore ; 
But mortal pride look'd on, and still demanded more. 

I 4 
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With richer zest the banquet may be fraught, 

A loftier theme may wake th' exultuig strain ! 

The lord of nations spoke, — and forth were brought 

The spoils of Salem's devastated fiuie : 

Thrice holy vessels ! — pure from earthly stain. 

And set apart, and sanctified to Him, 

Who deign'd within the oracle to reign, 

Reveal'd, yet shadow'd ; making noon-day dim. 

To that most glorious cloud between the. cherubim. 

They came, and louder swell'd the voice €>[ song, 
And pride flash'd brighter from the kindling eye. 
And He who sleeps not, heard th' elated throng. 
In mirth that play'd with thunderbolts, defy 
The Rock of Zion ! — Fill the nectar high, • 
High in the cups of consecrated gold ! 
And crown the bowl with garlands, ere they die. 
And bid the censers of the temple hold 
Offerings to Babel's gods, the mighty ones of old ! 

Peace ! is it but a phantom of the brain. 
Thus shadow'd forth the.senses to appal, 
Yon fearful vision ? — who shall gaze again 
To seairch its cause ? — along th' Ulumin'd wall, 
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Startling, yet rivetting the eyes of all, 

Darkly it moves, — a hand, a human hand, 

O'er the bright lamps of that resplendent hall, 

In silence tracing, as a mystic wand. 

Words all unknown, the tongue of some &r distant land. 

m 

There are pale cheeks around the regal board. 
And quivering limbs, and whispers deep and low. 
And fitfiil starts ! — the goblet, richly stor'd, 
Untasted foams, the song hath ceas'd to flow, 
The waving censer drops to earth, •— and lo I 
The king of men, the monarch, rob'd with might. 
Trembles before a shadow ! — say not so ! 
The child of dust, with guilt's prophetic sight. 
Shrinks from the Dread Unknown, th' avenging Infinite. 

» 

But haste ye ! •— bring Chaldea's gifted seers. 

The men of prescience ! — haply to their eyes, 

Which track the future through the rolling spheres. 

Yon mystic sign may speak in prophecies. 

They come, — the readers of the midnight skies. 

They that give voice to visions ! — but in vain ! 

Still wrapt in clouds the awfiil secret lies ; 

It hath no language midst the starry train ; 

There is no earthly voice heaven's ipysteries to explain. 
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Aged Sciotes yet remain. 

Glad to greet that chii 

Now Kara Aly gstsp^ for breath. 

Aged eyes devour his death ; 

Aged ears enraptured hear 

Groans that make even daemons fear. 

Scio lies in ruin low, 

Nothii^ now can work us woe ;. 

Kara's corse is at our feet. 

Life has nothing left so sweet. 

Mosleois! we alone remain,* 
&^ by age fi«a sUv«ys cbun: 
'Withered frames and hearts survivci, 
Sjpaied toseeyonr cfairfarme, — 
Female eyes can gaie on death 
When a tyrant gasfis fer fareadi; 
Female ears unmoved drink, 
&Qans thai make die Apwant ^ shrink^ 
Whik die life4ikKid difas may. 
And Sfetan vails to dabn his prar; 
Sntdi*d from life, and pride, and pofwvr. 
Tkiks ve barb die paortiiig hour. 
Be each Maskm fiend or man. 
Thus vtt bnn« hk ati^lian. — 



TWwa b aa hiil i i Arrn Ba illj oa the MaM, — t ^ i&s^/aaSL 



Ill 

Fate can deal no heavier bknr. 
Than this circling waste of woe; 
Earth will yield no sight so sweet. 
As the wretch beneath our &et 
Nought to embitter life remain'd^ 
Wh^i those dr^ of grief were drain'd: 
Now, this draught of vengeance tasted. 
Life and thought alike are wasted; 
Greece may triumph. Freedom smile-^ 
Can her touch revive our isle? 
Mahmoud's gory throne be shaken •— 
But can victory's paeans waken 
Livid limbs and glazing qre, 
Where our sons and fitthers lie? 
Can they burst each dongeon keep. 
Where our daughters vainly weesp? 
Fatal ties — affection plighted,-— 
Blossoms scarcely blown— *and blighted. 



Note. — The striking oonnectioa between the crimes and the 
suflEerings of Kara Bey, the first of the three Capitan Pachas, who 
have already perished in the righteous contest of Greece, is no 
way exaggerated. 
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And nearer yet the trumpet's voice is swelling, 

Loudy shrill, and savage, drowning every cry ! 

And lo I the spoiler in the regal dwelling. 

Death bursting on the halls of revelry ! 

Ere on their brows one fragile roso-leaf die, 

The sword hath rag'd thro' joys devoted train ; 

Ere one bright star be &ded from the sky. 

Empire is lost, Belshazzar with the slain, 

And the dread lesson given, which proves all olhers vain. 

Fall'n is the golden city ! in the dust, 

Spoil'd of her crown, dismantled of her state. 

She that hath made the strength of towers her trust. 

Weeps by her deadj supremely desolate ! 

She that beheld the nations at her gate. 

Thronging in homage, shall be call'd.no more 

Lady of Kingdoms ! — who shall mourn her fate ? 

Her guilt is full, her march of triumph o'er ; 

What widow'd land shall now her widowhood deplore? 

Sit thou in silence ! thou, that wert enthron'd 
On many waters ! thou, whose augurs read 
The language of the planets, and disown'd 
The m%hty name it blazons I — veil thy head. 



125 

Daughter of Babylon ! the sword is red 

From thy destroyer's harvest, and the yoke 

Is on thee, O most proud ! — for thou hast said, 

** I am, and none besides," — Th* Eternal spoke, 

Thy glory was a spoil, thine idol-gods were broke. 
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SONNET. 



ON THE APENNINES. 



In the sun's eye I sate, nor deem'd his ray 

Too bright to gaze on, for the autumnal breeze, 
Though gently whispering thro' the yet green trees, 

Was cool and humid, and around me lay, 

Toss'd like the billows of some mighty bay, 
Etruria's Apennines, range over range, 
Swelling in long and wave-like interchange, 

Till far beyond, with glittering hamlets gay. 

Spread the green plains of vine-clad Lombardy; 

The lights and shadows of declining day 
Flung on the whole their vast variety. 

While mingling sounds, that fill'd the subject way. 
Rose through the clear still air, and seem'd to be 
Sweet as the scene, and breath'd all harmony. 
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SONNET. 



AT LAKE THRASYMENUS. 



First of invaders, Hannibal, thy njune 

Is proud as chief may claim, or man besto\r, 
For thy historian is the conquer'd foe, 

And nature's works thy monuments of fame. 

The beautiful, the grand, thy deeds proclaim ; 
The mountain, lake, where Alps are clad in snow, 
Where Thrasymenus' hili-girt waters flow, 

Thine honours are like theirs fat aye the same. - 
But what was thy reward ? care, labour, war. 

Defeat, and exile, a self-hasten'd end — 
Enough ; — for not confin'd.to life, but fiu- 

Beyond, can minds like thine their vision send. 
And see, tho' none beside, the ascending star 

Of glory, which their memories shall attend. 
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THE GREENWICH PENSIONER& 



WRITTEN AT 6BEENWICH. 



When evening listened to the ditying oar, 

Forgetdng the loud dtjr's ceaseless roar. 

By the green banks, ivhere Thames, with conscious pride. 

Reflects thai stately structure on his ^de, 

Within whose walls, as thdr Icxig labours close. 

The wanderers ofitke ocean find rqpose. 

We passed in social ease the hours away, 

The p^ ^ymg visit rfa sianmar^s day. 

While some to range the breezy hill are gone, 
I linger on the rirer's marge alone^ 
Milled with groups (rf'andoBt sailors grey. 
And walchii]^ the last sunshine steal away. 



As thus I mus'd amidst the ▼arious train 
QftoilHPom wand'rers (^ the persons main. 
Two sailors — well I mark'd thoDa (as the beam 
Of parting day yet lingered on the stream. 
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And the sun sunk behind the shady reach) -*- 
Hastened with tott'ring footsteps to the beach ! 
The one had lost a limb in Nile's dread fight ; 
Total eclipse had veil'd the other's sight 
For ever ! As I drew more anxious nesir, 
I stood intent, if they should speak, to hear ; 
But neither said a word ! ; — he who was blind, 
Stood, ^s to feel the comfortable wind 
That gently lifted his grey hair — his face 
Seem'd then of a faint smile to wear the trace* 

The other fix'd his gaze upon the light, 
Parting, and when the sun was yanish'd quite, 
Methought a starting tear that Heaven might bless, 
Unfelt, or felt with transient tenderness, 
Came to his aged eyes and touch'd his cheek ! 
And then, as meek and silent as before. 
Back hand in hand they went, and left the shore. 

As they departed through th' unheeding crowd, 
A caged bird sung from the casement loud. 
And then I heard alone that blind man say, 
" The music of the bird is sweet to-day !" 

I said, " O, heavenly Father ! none may know 
^* The cause these have for silence or for woe !" 

K 
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Here they appear heart-stricken^ yet 
Amidst th' tmheeding tumult of mankind. 



There is a World — - a pure unclouded dime^ 
Where there is neither grie^ nor death, nor time ! 
Nor loss of friends ! Perhaps, when yonder bell 
Beat slow, and bade the dying day fiffewell; 
Ere yet die glimmermg landscape sunk to nighl^ 
They thought upon that world of distant light ! 
And when the blind man lifting light his hair. 
Felt the fidnt wind, he rais'd a warmer prayer. 
Then sigh'd, as the blithe bird sung o'er his head, 
^ No mom will shine to me, till I am dead ?* 
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HYMN ON THE SEASONS, 



In ow, when the kindliiig Spruiig br^thesf life ^d joy 

Through earth and air^ peirfuming field and bow'r ; 
While rings fi^m every copse gl^ minstrelsy ; 

And sparkling myriads float round shrub and floVr ; 
While, flashing brightness, runs the river by^ 

Or darkling dimples with mom's tnuisiemt shower, 
(As shines thro' scattering clouds the azure sky. 

And laughs the golden siin in youthful pow'r ;) 
Now while all nature wakes, be my cheer'd eye 
Rais'd joyous with my heart, to Him that dwells on 
high. 

Father ador'd ! O, let me still behold 

In these thy bounties, but thyself benign ! 
Still let me trace, in this terrestrial mould. 

The faint impression of that world divine, 
Where all thy glory, wondrously unroU'd, 

Doth in the eyes of them for ever shine 
Whom sin and death no more in fetters hold : 

O, let my earth-ward thoughts, with low decline. 
No longer sink in languors dead and cold, 
But spring with eager love thy footstool to enfold ! 

K 2 
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Give me, when song and fragrance round me flow. 

When blossoms show'r above, and ev'ry spray 
Glitters with fosf ring dews ; when the bright bow 

With colours jocund marks the chequered day ; 
When the freed birds their winter cells for^p; 

And the Icme cuckoo to mom's glimmering ray 
Repeats his welcome strange ; when bleat and low. 

Mingle with labour's voice and childhood's lay ; ^ 
O not alone with pleasure let me glow. 
But gratefid join my song to all that hymn below ! 

Give me, when Summer's universal blush 

Spreads o'er the scene ; when the broad woods expand 
In screen umbrageous, and bank, and bush 

Are himg with roseate wreaths, by zephyr &nn'd ; 
When panting heat lists to the cooling gush 

Of gelid springs, or marks the sportive band 
Of skimming swallows o'er the gray lake rush ; 

When sunny fruitage wooes each gath'ring hand. 
And all mature the year ; O, let the flush 
Of raptur'd joy be mine, nor aught its transports hush ! 

And when dear ev'ning's star, with trembling beam, 
Or sacred moonlight, thro' autumnal wood 

Its lustre pours ; when rock and valley gleiEun 
In shadowy distance, and no sounds intrude 
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Save far-ofF village bells, or noiseless stream, 
Soothing the trance of heav'n-rapt solitude ; 

When paths, leaf-strewn, invite fond man to dream 
On the brief race of pleasure's insect brood ; 

Still of my musings lone be Thou the theme. 

Nor aught thy wisdom scorns, let me momentous deem. 

And when still Winter's breath the world congeals ; 

When darken'd skies look mournful on the plain. 
Where gathering ice o'er rushy shallows steals ; 

When transient thaw descends, in plashy rain, 
Or sudden hail the cold blue heaVn reveals ; 

When shiv'ring red-breasts join the household train. 
And the rough ass no more his scanty meals 

Finds 'mid the snow-spread waste, or desert lane ; 
E'en then when nature's eye thy mercy seals, 
O, be mine fix'd on all that death-like sleep conceals I 
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TIME AND FRIENDSHIR 



Unfelt, unseen, time steals away, 

So softly with our years, 
The dewy gem of opening day 

Not swifter disappears. 

In childhood's thoughtless, laughing hour. 

He gaily passes by, 
Like wild bees o'er the mountain flower. 

That plunder as they fly. 

Our buddmg joys, as if in scorn, 

He blasts with envious care. 
And bids remembrance leave her thorn 

To tell they blossom'd there ; 

Whilst e'en to beauty's fond alarms 

He plays a traitor's part. 
And mocks the smile, whose magic charms 

Had thought to win his heart. 
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Yet by the ruthless wand'rer's side 

One lonely fidr-one stays, 
To all his steps the fidthful guide, 

In sad or prosperous days. 

Where'er his hidden dart he dirpws 
To pierce th' unguarded breast. 

Her gentle hand the bahn bestows 
To lull its pangs to rest. 

And when the wearied wing of time 

Eternity shall dose. 
Friendship shall seek her native dime 

In Heaven to repose. 
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WRITTEN UNDERNEATH THE DRAWING OF 

A FLYING CUPID. 



Trust not yon little winged boy, 

The' beauteous he appears, 
Each rosy smile he jrields thee now 

Thou wOt repay with tears. 

r 

Tho' bri^t with Heaves celestial dyes, 

His flutfrmg pimoos play, 
Too oft upon those downy wings 

He wafts our peace away. 

The quiver, o'er his shoulders flung. 
Bears many a venom'd dart ; 

Ah ! who could think that one so young 
Could act a traitor's part ? 

From pleasure's brow the rose he steals 

His tresses to adorn. 
And wooes the cherub joy to lend 

One leaf to hide its thorn. 
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So light his little sandall'd feet 

Upon our portals tread^ 
We heed not that the urchin's nigh. 

Until our heart is fled. 

And then how vainly do we sue 

And ask it back again ! 
t^aughing^ he holds it fiuster bounds 

And links each golden chain. 

Enthron'd on fleeting clouds he casts 

A dimpled glance below, 
And) glorying in his triumphs there, 

Exulting mocks our woe. 
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ANNAN WATER. 



With raptiirey Annan I all exdaim. 
Thy banks how varied and how gay I 

Why should a name, well known to fiune^ 
Unsung remain m modem lay ? 

So rich thy dale I as, firom did Rome, 
Th' invader's footsteps to mduce: * 

So fiur ! in future to become 
Your royal home, O valiant Brucel f 

Of time's decay, ah ! how partakes 
The mansion of your bright domain; 

Surrounded with its smiling lakes. 
Which welcomed Wallace and his train. 



* Biurnsworky a grand con^cuous object, oommandiiig a view of 
the whole of Annandale. Solway Frith b said to have been one of 
the stations of Agricola, wher^ his entrenchments may still be dis- 
tinctly traced, on both sides, and on the top of the hiU. 

f Lochmaben Castle, which became occasionally a royal residence, 
is dtuated on an isthmus in the Castle Loch, and near the other 
lakes. % William Wallace came there in triumph after his incur* 
sion into the north of England. 
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While England's captive, that brave knight 
Scotland arous'd, ere your rettum : 

Tho' gone, his bands reclaimed your right. 
And burst our chains at Bannockbum. * 

Such contests crimson'd long thy wave. 
And other feuds succeeded those, 

Till blest events united have 
The Shamrock, Thistle, and the Rose. 

Lo^ where huge Errick's awfid rise 

Thy birth-place forms with sheltering wings, 

Embosom'd there, a village lies, 

Fam'd for its air and healing springs, f 

Peaceful 'midst woods, and meads, thy stream 
Glides gently to th' engulphing main ; 

Plaintive, thy deep-ton'd murmurs seem 
Of life's short span oft to complain, t 



* The ^ Soots wha hae wi* Wallace Ued" are said to have been 
mtunly instramental in gaining the decisive victory over Edward the 
Second, at Bannockbum. 

t The village of Moflbt. 

% The coarse of the Annan is only thirty miles from its source to 
the sea. 
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To industiy 8 choice, arts still Usadf 
Thy aid to turn her active wheels; 

Her works to cheer thy margin tend. 
Her impulse culture also feels* * 

Propitious sources ! whence arise 
Britain's vast trade on seas afloat; 

Thence still in size thy searport swells, — - 
Sails crowd thy strand near Bruce's moat, f 

And while thy sons with skiU and car^ 
From day to day renew their toil. 

May virtue their young minds prepare 
To prize and guard their native soil ! 

Resplendent stream 1 tho' short thy coujnse, 

Thy spirit rising to the sky. 
In clouds embodied, is the source 

Whence nursing showers thy rills supply. 



* The Annan, from iti magnitude and rapidity, is partiailarly 
well adapted for mnnnfartnring cstaUbhments. The village of 
BridekiriL, which was begun with the present century, has already 
near 400 industrious inhabitants. 

. t The town of Annan has quadrupled its population within the 
last thirty years, and since that time, instead of two or thre^ has 
thirty or forty vessels belonging to its port. 



141 

Thus we, the children of a day. 

Who see thy beauteous vale improve, 

Will hope, when life has pass'd away. 
To view thy progress from above. 
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THE SAILOR'S DEPARTURE 



Oy FMSSH blows die gale o*er die wide numtlnig ocean. 
And proudly die frigate repels die wliite firam ; 

And high beats my heart with tnmidtaoiis emotion. 
On leavin^^ fix* Ibrtnnes, my dear native home. 

Perhaps, fix* the last time, my &ther has blest me, 
I see his white locks and the tears on his cheek : 

And my nK»dier — how dose to her bosom shepress'd me ! 
And kiss*d me, and sobb'd, as her kind heart would 
break. 



I may roam thro* the wide world, and friendship may 
court me. 

And love on my heart its soft characters trace, 
But ne'er shall afiSscdon lend aught to support me 

So sacred — so pure as that parting embrace. 

Friends and protectors! when dangers surround me. 
When pleasure^ when wealth spread their lures for 
my &me^ 

That moment's good angel shall hover around me. 
To chase every thought would dishonour your name. 
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THE SEASONS OF LIFE. 



Long gone, for ever gone ! the joys of Spring s 
And Summer^ s brighter objects, riper cares ; 

Now Autumris lingering train are on the wing. 
For me the yellow leaf all nature wears I 

Yet Hope, benignant power I with cheering smile. 
Still bids me tune the lyre, and wake the muse ; 

lUumes the mniry prospect for a while. 

And dreams of springs, and summers past, renews. 
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TO MEMORY. 



Hail, Mcaiory ! whose mape povV 
Can gQd tbe present ^xxtmy hour 

With the gay cdours of the post. 
Can smooth the wrinkled brow of age, 
Tlie pangs of absence can assuage^ 

And hid lofe^s fleelmg transports last ! 

At dawn of life's tonjiestaoas daj» 
Eie reason had assom'd the sway. 

Ere passion's mingled storm arose^ 
Tlion deign'dst before mine in&nt ejes^ 
As yet unskQl'd the boon topriz^ 

Thy golden treasores to disdose. 

At lengdiy enrich'dy by thee I wove, 
(Soaring the yulgar throng above*} 

Fair garlands for the shrine of truth. 
Of may I long thy &Totir share 
Ere all-destroying time impair 

The g^ierons gifts bestow'd in youth. 

* '^ Coetusqoe Tnlgaresy et mbm 

Spemit hunmiii, fbgiente pemuu'* — Ho». 
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Yon gorgeous palace ! solemn fane !* 

Yon floating casde on the main ! 

« 

To whose providing owe. we these ? 
Could art her lofty fabrics build. 
Should bounteous nature cease to yield ' 

Her marbles bright, her towering trees ? 

And what would fancy's powers avail 
If all thy treasured stores should fail, 

Sav'd in the ddrk eclipse of time ? 
Rich stores of action ! passion, thought ! 
Short joys, by long repentance bought ! 

Apd grov'ling vice, and worth sublime. 

Without thee, mute the living l}rre; 
Though touched by Phtfibus* hallow'd fire, 

Sil^it the tuneful poet's tongue; 
On thee, the brave for fame rely; 
Unsung without thee, patriots die ; 

And god-like heroes bleed unsung. 

Even life itself to thee we owe. 
Thou canst the wond'rous charm bestow 
To stop the moments as they fly ; 



'** The gorgeous palaces. 



The solemn temples.*'— Shakspeahe. 
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And but for thee, they fleet so fast, 
(Yet hardly .present when the)r*re past*) 
That man with Qvery breath would die. 

1817* O stay, and soothe my sorrows still, 
A motley life of good and ill 

Was mine, — is every mortal's fete ; 
But I have known long years of bliss, 
O, let me still remember this. 

Though nmdaaid now, and desolate. 

1819. Ah ! no, for me no balm hast thou, 
A imdonxfdj childless father now ! « 

And grief my earthly — endless doom. 
Yet hope still lives beyond the grave ; 
God surely tries us but to save 1 

They beckon me; — I come I I come ! 

* ** Fugit hora; hoc quod loquor hinc est." — Peb^ics. 
^ he mement on je parle est d^jk loin de moi."-— Boileau. 
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P^STUM. 



Though roseate odours float on every gale 
That sweeps, sad Paestum, o*er thy desart vale* ; 
Though each soft zephjrr bear upon its wing 
The sweets and promise of pei:ennial spring. 
Like life's illusions o'er the capv^e sense 
Veiling in smiles the ruin they dispense ; 
Thy perfiun'd breath a venom'd shaft conveys. 
And the lorn pilgrim at thy shrine betrays I 
Yet joy'd the man on whose rapt vision first 
The prostrate glories of thy city burst f ; 
With kindred feeling traced thy dassic plains, 
Thy tower-capt walls, — thy desecrated fenes. 
Whose massive columns firom their deep repose 
In mingled^symmetry and ruin rose, 
And as the wonders of the scene he view'd. 
Broke the long silence of thy solitude. 

* The roses of Psestum are celebrated as peculiarly fragrant, 
and blowing twice every year; yet, though the air is thus perfumed, 
it is destructive, as the malaria prevails. 

f The temples of Paestum, though in a' situation so open to no« 
tice, remained unknown for centuries ; they were then, it is said, 
discovered by a painter. 

L 2 
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Lo I 'mid the desart, gratefbl to die eye. 
As a green spot in sandjr Anbyy 
Yon hallow'd pordi, above each riral fixnn. 
Bright in a sonbeam through the coming stcNrm, 
Standby like the ancient genios of the plac^ 
Evoking from the ti»ib^ his Dorian race ! 
Beanteons in nun, in decay soUim^ 
A splendid troj^j o^er the wred: of time; 
Struggling with &te, — die ^orioos past recaOs, 
And rob'd in majesty, like Caesar fiDs. — 
Seems still the whispering breeae to bear atoo^ 
The motunfiil melody of Grrecian.soD^ 
As when in solemn rite thy patriot band 
Sang of their fiohers in a stranger land* 
And yet, 'tis desolate ! no voice inT^dces^ 
No victim bleeds, — no teeming incense smokes ! 
Where be thy gods ? beneath the general gloom 
Sleep they too in the silence of the tmnb? — 
See, on yon moss-grown stone, with front serene^ 
The unmov'd idol 'mid the changeful soene^ 
As when he gave thy sons to be, of yore*. 
Lords of the dark-blue sea that laves thy shore ; 
His shrine, the shadow of that empty boast. 
Stands a lone beacon on thy desart coast ! 

* The lai^gest of the temples was dedicated to Neptune, the tute- 
lary deity of ancient Posidonia : it is of Doric architecture. 
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So flits the pageant of life's troubled dream, 

So float man's works down time's oblivious stream ; 

But nature still the same through ages past, 

Blush'd in the rose, and thunder'd in the blast ; 

And m her great unerring laws we trace 

The mighty mind that fills all time — all space. 

Prostrate the star on Bethlehem's Plain we hail. 

Which o'er the wreck of worlds, and through the Vale 

Of Death itself spreads its celestial ray, 

And breaks from darknees to eternal day* 
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The action'd turmoil of a bosom rending, 
When pity, love^ and honour are contending; — 
Who have belaid all this, right well I ween ! 
A lovely, grand, and wond'rous sight have seen. 

Thy varied accents, rapid, fitful, slov^ 
Loud rage, and fear's snatch'd whisper, quick and low, 
The burst of stifled love^ the wail of grief^ 
And tones of high command, fiiU, solemn, brief; 
The change of voice and emphasis that threw 
Light on obscurity, and brought to view 
Distinctions nice, when grave or comic mood *, 
Or mingled humours, terse and new, elude 
Common perception, as earth's smallest things 
To size and form the vesting hoarfrost brings. 
Which seem'd as if some secret voice^ to clear 
The ravell'd meaning, whisper'd in thine ear, 

* Those who have been happy enough to hear Mrs. Siddons read, 
will readily acknowledge, that the discrimination and power with 
which she gave eSkct to the comic passages of Shakspeare, were 
nearly as remarkable and delightful as those which she displayed in 
passages of a grave or tragic character. It is to be regretted, that 
only those who have heard her read, are aware of the extent or 
variety of her genius, which has on the stage been confined almost 
entirely to tragedy; partly, I believe, from a kind of bigotry on the 
ude of the public, which inclines It to confine poet, painter, or actor 
to that department of their art in which they have first been 
acknowledged to excel, and partly from the cast of her features, and 
the majesty of her figure, being peculiarly suited to tragedy. 

I. 4 
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And thou had'st even with him communion kept. 
Who hath so long in Stratford's chancel slept. 
Whose lines, where Nature's brightest taaces shine. 
Alone were worthy deem'd of powers like thine; — 
They, who have heard all this, have proved full well 
Of soul-exdting sound the mightiest spell. 

But though time's lengthen'd shadows o'er thee glide. 
And pomp of regal state is cast aside^ 
Think not the glory of thy course is spent; 
There's moon-light radiance to thy evening lent^ 
Which from the mental world can never £tde, 
Till all who've seen thee in the grave are laid. 
Thy graceful fonn stai moves in nightly dreams. 
And what thou wert to the wrapt sleeper seems : 
While feverish &ncy oft dodi fondly trace 
Within her curtain'd couch thy wonderous face. 
Yea ; and to many a wight, bereft and lone. 
In musing hours, though aU to thee unknown. 
Soothing his earthly course of good and iU, 
With all thy potent charm thou actest stUl. 

And now in crowded room or rich saloon. 
Thy stately presence recogniz'd, how soon 
The glance of many an eye is on thee cast. 
In grateftd memory of plet^^ures past f 
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Pleas'd to behold thee with becoming grace 
Take, as befits thee well, an honoured place 
(Where, blest by many a heart, long majr'st thou stand) 
Amongst the virtuous matrons of the land. 
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SONNET, 



Spirit of evil, with which earth is rife^ 
Revenge, Revenge ! thee all abjure and blame. 

Yet, when their hour is come^ invoke thy name. 

Base men for thee in secret bare the knife ; 

The brave partake the peril and the strife ; 
The weak, the sword more sure of justice claim ; 
The strong, when they have blasted power and fiune^ 

Give to their foe in scorn the curse of life — 
The keenest, bitterest vengeance — for these all 

Are only shapes thou tak'st to goad the mind^ 
Turning the heart's pure, generous blood to gall ; 

And thus, Revenge, thou stalk'st through all the kind, 
mi mighty nations madden at thy call. 

And earth is waste, and seas incamardin'd. 
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SONNET. 



The marks o( death were on him, and he bore 
In every feature that sharp, clear, cold look. 

Which is not of this world ; his weak frame shook. 
Yet not with terror shook ; for oft before 
He had sought death amid the battle's roar; 

Nor shrank he now, whien in his chamber tone, 

Death, visible death, for three long moons had shewn 
His dart uprais'd, but struck not ; stilt he wore 

His brow, though sad, undaunted; for he knew 
This was his last great fight, whose promise high 

Was endless glory to. the faithfiil few. 
Whose courage can endure to victory.—- 

And so he conquered, and a soldier true 

And gallant, as he liv'd, did G ^n die. 
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LIFE. 



The ministering spirits from above 
Descend with energy creative fraught. 

They breathe on nature with the breath of love, 
And lo I she wakens into life and thought. • 

Where all was dull and dark, inert and cold, 
Now power and motion, light and heat abound ; 

The heavens are bright with azure and with gold, 
And green and rosy hues adorn the ground. 

With life the waters tremble, every hour 
New tints, new forms of loveliness appear ; 

The limpid dew breathes odour in the flower. 
And new-bom music fills the vernal air. 

But not alone through matter's direst forms 
And genial powers, does beauteous order reign, 

The lightning's flash, the blast of angry storms, 
And the tiunultuous raging of the main, 
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Alike are engines of Eternal Will, 

For good and useful ends : that Will whose sway 
Has ever acted, and is acting still, 

Whilst planets, worlds, and systems all obey ; 

Without whose power creative, mortal things 
Were still and dead, — an inharmonious band. 

Silent as are the harp's untuned strings. 

Without the touches of the minstrel's hand : 

But for whose power conserving, they would pass 
Back into chaos, stars on stars would fall ; 

Suns would be darken'd, and the mighty mass 
Of nature rest beneath her funeral pall. 

A portion of the one Intelligence, 

Th' immortal mind of man its image bears. 

Vested with organs in the world of sense, 
Oppress'd, but not subdued by human cares. 

A germ preparing in the winter's frost, 

To rise and bud and blossom in the spring ; 

A new-plum'd eagle by the tempest tost. 
And gaming from its fury strength of wing : 
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The child of trial, to mortality 

And all its changeful influences given, 

Yet dimly conscious of its destiny, 

And that its high inheritance is heaven : 

Feeling its life amidst the forms of death 
To be eternal, not a spark that flies 

But a pure portion of th' immortal breath. 
Kindling a flame where'er its' essence lies ; 

Though douded, stiU to feel that flame endure. 

By joy exslted or by pain refin'd. 
Till sense is lost in passion high and pure, 

And intellectual light absorbs the mind : 

Soon as it breathes to feel the mother's form 
Of orbed beauty thro' its organs thrill. 

To press the limbs of life with rapture warm. 
And drink with transport firom a living rill: 

To view the skies with morning radiance bright, 
Majestic mingling with the ocean blue^ 

Or bounded by green hills or mountains white, 
Or peopled plains of rich and varied hue : 
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To feel pure pleasure at the wond'rous face 

Of nature ! but a higher joy to prove. 
In viewing living charms, expression, grace. 

Awakening sympathy, compelling love : 

m 

The heavenly balm of mutual hope to taste. 
Soother of life^ affection's bliss to share, 

Sweet as the stream amidst the desert waste. 
As the first blush of arctic day-light &ir : 

The fitther's sacred name in joy to bless, 

Whilst life's sweet op'ning blossoms round him rise. 
With virtue's odours, hues of happiness. 

Binding with flowery wreaths his civic ties : 

To mingle with its kindred, to descry 

The path of power, in public life to shine; 

To gain the voice of popularity. 
The idol of to-day, the man divine : 

^ To govern others by an influence strong, 

As that high law which moves the murm'ring main, 
liaising and carrying all its waves along. 
Beneath the full-orb'd moon's meridian reign: 
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How quickly palsied the strong ann of power. 
The breath of praise how mutable^ —to know, 

The thunder-storm dissolving in the shower. 
The winter's zephyr trembling on the snow : 

To view the mighty victims of the lust 
Of domination fidl'n -— the statesman low 

As the poor peasant in ignoble dust : 

And those whose triumphs kept the world in awe. 

Who play'd with sceptres and disposed of thrones, 
Whose great achievements wondering millions sung, 

Dying without a trophy for their bones,. 
Or in inglorious exile^ not a tongue 

Daring, except in whisp'rings low to speak 

Of their high deeds: -^ To feel that gknyg light 

Rising from arms and empire, when the weak 
Or lose their freedom in th' unequal fight. 

Or for their country and their laws expire^ —. 

Is, as the red volcano's wond'rous birth. 
Fair in the distance — near, an awfrd fire. 

Which desolates the green and fertile earth : 
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To wake from low ambition's splendid dream, 
Its gauds, its pomps, its toys, to feel how vain, 

Like glitt'ring foam upon the turbid stream, 
Or Iri^' tints upon the filling rain : 

To dwell upon utility alone, 

As the true source of honour, to aspire 
To something which posterity may own, 

A guiding lamp, not a consuming fire : 

To hail those pure and hallow'd sympathies, 
Which into future ages bear the mind, 

Th' eternal converse with the good and wise, 
The high abstracted love of human kind: 

To forests to retire, amidst the whole 
Of natural forms, whose generations rise 

In lovely change, in beauteous order roll. 
On land, in ocean, in the glitt'ring skies : 

To live in pure and happy solitude^ 

In adoration of th' Eternal Cause, 
And wonder of his works with love imbued 

Of inspiration gain'd from nature's laws : 
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To feel, as its decaying organs fade. 

That mortal burdens seem to pass away, 

And in the glimm'ring through its twilight shade, 
To hail the dawning of a glorious day ; 

« 
So in the northern summer, morning beams 

Cre the last western purple leaves the skies ; 
So in th' autumnal night the moonshine gleams, 
' Pointing to where the orient sunbeams rise: 

His soil'd and wearying earthly vest to tear. 
To give to nature all her borrowed powers. 

Dust to the earth, and moisture to the air. 

And balm to cheer the fainting herbs and flowers : 

Then, as awak'ning from a dream of pain. 

Its pristine form of glory to assume. 
Untouched by Time, and free from mortal stain. 

The raptured seraph's everlasting bloom : 

To its first source of being to return. 
To bask in the eternal Fount of light. 

With hope amidst fruition still to bum 
In the unsated love of knowledge infinite. 
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THE DEVONSHIRE LANE. 



A SIMILE. 



In a Devonshire lane, as I trotted along, 
T'other day, much in want of a subject for song, 
Thinks I to myself, I have hit on a strain, — 
Sure marriage is much like a Devonshire lane. 

In the first place, 'tis long, and when once you are in it. 
It holds you as fast as the cage holds a linnet. 
For howe'er rough and dirty the road may be found. 
Drive forward jrou must, since there's no turning round. 

But tho' 'tis so long, it is not very wide, . , 
For two are the most that together can ride ; 
And ev'n then 'tis a chance but they get in a pother. 
And jostle and cross, and run foul of each other. 

Oft poverty greets them with mendicant looks, 
And care pushes by them o'erladen with crooks. 
And strife's grating wheels try between them to pass. 
Or stubbornness blocks up the way on her ass. 

M 2 
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Then the banks are so high, both to left hand and right. 
That they shut up the beauties around from the sight; 
And hence you'll allow, 'tis an inference plain. 
That Marriage is just like a Devonshire lane. 

But, thinks I too, these banks within which we are pent. 
With bud, blossom, and berry are richly besprent; 
And the conjugal fence which forbids us to roam. 
Looks lovely, when deck'd with the comforts of home. 

In the rock's gloomy crevice the bright holly grows. 
The ivy waves fresh o'er the withering ix,se, 
And the ever-green love of a virtuous wife. 
Smoothes the roughness of care,— cheers the vnnter of 
life. 

Then long be* the journey and narrow the way ! 
I'll rejoice that I've seldom a turnpike to pay ; 
And, whate'er others think, be the last to complain, 
Tho' marriage is just like a Devonshire lane* 

Dawush, D^C. 1811. 
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TO A CHILD. 



Whose imp art thou, with dimpled cheek, 

And curly pate and merry eye, 
And arm and shoulders round and sleek. 

And soft and fair? thou urchin sly ! 

What boots it who, with sweet caresses, 
First call'd thee his, or squire or hind ? • — 

For thou in every wight that passes. 
Dost now a friendly play-mate find. 

Thy downcast glances, grave but cunning, 

As firinged eye-lids rise and &11, 
Thy shyness, swiftly from me running, — 

'Tis infantine coquetry all ! 

But far afield thou hast not flown. 

With mocks and threats half-lisp'd half-spoken, 
I feel thee pulling at my gown. 

Of right good-will thy simple token. 

M 3 
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And thou must laugh and wrestle too, 
A mimick wai&re with me waging. 

To make, as wily lovers do. 

Thy after-kindness more engaging. 

The wilding rose, sweet as thyself. 

And new-cropt daisies are thy treasure, 

Fd gladly part with worldly peli^ 
To taste again thy youthful pleasure. 

But yet for all thy merry look, , 

Thy frisks and wiles, the time is coming. 
When thbu shalt sit in cheerless nook. 

The weary spell or horn book thumbing. 

Well ; let it be ! thro' weal and woe. 
Thou know^st not now thy future range ; 

Life is a motley shifting show. 

And thou a thing of hope and change. 
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EPISTLE TO EARL HARCOURT, 

ON HIS WISHING HER TO SPELL HER NAME OF CATHERINE WITH A K . 



And can his antiquarian eyes, 

My Anglo-Saxon C despise ? 

And does Lord Harcourt, day by day, 

Regret th' extinct initial K ? 

And still, with ardour unabated, 

Labour to get it reinstated? — 

I know, my Lord, your generous passion 

For ev'ry long^xploded fiishion ; 

And own the Catherine you delight in, 
Looks irresistibly inviting, 

Appears to bear the stamp, and mark. 
Of EnglisI^ used in Noah's Ark ; 
*^ But all that glitters is not gold," 
Nor all things obsolete, are old. * 
Would you but take the pains to look 
In Doctor Johnson's quarto book, 
(As I did, wishing much to see 
Th' aforesaid letter's pedigree). 
Believe me, 't would a tale unfold, 
Would make your Norman blood run cold. 

M 4* 
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My Lord, you'll find the K's no better 

Than an interpolated letter, — 

A \¥and'ring Greek, a firanchis'd alien, 

Deriy'd from Cadmus or Deucalion, 

And, why, or wherefore, none can tell, 

Inserted 'twixt the J and L. 

The learned say, our English tongue 

On Gothic beams is built and hung ; 

Then why the solid fabric piece 

With motley ornaments firom Greece ? 

Her letter'd despots had no boweb 

For northern consonants and vowels; 

The Norman and the Greek grammarian 

Deem'd us, and all our words, barbarian. 

Till those hard words, and harder blows. 

Had silenced all our haughty ikes. 

And proud diey were to kiss the sandals 

(Shoes we had none) of Goths and Vandals. 

So call we now the various race 

That gave the Roman eagle chace, 

Nurtur'd by all the storms that roll 

In thunder round the Arctic Pole, 

And from the bosom of the North, 

Like gelid rain*drops scattered forth— 

Dread Odin's desolating sons, 

Teutones, Cimbrians, Franks, and Huns; — 
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But hold, 't would try Don Quixote's patiencey 

To nomendate this mob of nations: 

Whose names a poefs teeth might break, 

And only botanists could speak. 

They at a single glance would see us 

Rang'd in the system of Linnaeus ; 

Would organize the mingled mass, 

Assign their genus, order, class. 

And give, as trivial, and specific, 

Names harder still, and more terrific. 

But since our Saxon line we trace 

Up to this all-subduing race. 

Since flows their Uood in British veins. 

Who led the universe in chains. 

And from their ^ sole dominion" hnrl'd 

The ^ants of the ancient worid. 

Their boasted languages confounding, 

And wiitfa sudi mortal gutturals wounding, 

That Greek and Latin fell or fled, 

And soon were number'd with the dead ; 

Befits it us, so much their betters. 

To spell our names with conquer'd letters ? 

And shall they rise and prate again. 

Like Faistaff, from among the slain ? 

A licence quite of modem date 

Which no long customs consecrate ; 
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For since this K, of hateful sound, 
First set his fi30t on British ground, 
'Tis not, as antiquaries, know, 
A dozen centuries ago. — 
That darling theme of English story. 
For learning feni'd, and martial glory, — 
Alfred, who quell'd th' usurping Dane, 
And burst, indignant, from his chain ; 
Who slaves redeemed, to reign o'er men. 
Changing the &ulchion for the pen, 
And oudin'd, with a master's hand, 
Th' immortal charter of the land ; 
Alfred, whom yet these realms obey. 
In all his kingdom own'd no K, 
From foreign arms, and letters free, 
Preserv'd his Cynjly dignity. 
And wrote it with a Saxon C. 
— This case in point from Alfred's laws 
Establishes my client's cause; 
Secures a verdict for defendant, 
K pays the costs, and there's an end on't. 
The suit had linger'd long, I grant, if 
Counsel had first been heard for plaintiiF; 
Who might, to use a new expression. 
Have urg'd the plea of (/i.s-possession, 
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And put our better claims to flight, 
By pre-, I mean descriptive right, 
Since that which modem times explode, 
The world will deem the prior mode. — 
But grant this specious plea prevailing^ 
And all my legal learning failing; 
There yet remains so black a charge. 
Not only 'gainst the K's at large. 
But th' individual K in question, 
You'd tremble at the bare suggestion. 
Nor ever more a wish reveal 
So adverse to the public weal. 

Dear gentle Earl, you little know 

That wish might work a world of woe ; 

The ears that are unborn would rise. 

In judgment 'gainst your lordship's eyes ; 

The ears that are unborn would rue 

Your letter patent to renew 

The dormant dignity of shrew. 

The K restor'd, takes oiF th' attainder. 

And grants the title, with remainder 

In perpetuity devis'd. 

To Katherines lawfully baptiz'd. 

What has not Shakspeare said and sung. 

Of our pre-eminence of tongue ! 
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His glowing pen has writ the name 
In characters of fire and flame; 
Not flames that mingle as they rise 
Innocuous, with their kindred skies ; 
Some chemic, lady-like solution. 
Shewn at the Royal Institution ; 
But such, as still with ceaseless clamour. 
Dance round the anvil, and the hammer. 
See him the comic muse invoking, 

(The merry nymph with laughter choking) 
While he exhibits at her shrine 
The unhallow'd form of E^atherine ; 
And there the Gorgon image plants, — 
Palladium of the termagants. 
He form'd it of the rudest ore 
That lay in his exhaustless store. 
Nor from the crackling furnace drew. 
Which still the breath of genius blew. 
Till (to preserve the bright allusion) 
The mass was in a state of fusion. 
Then cast it in a Grecian mould, . 
Once modell'd from a living scold ; 
When from her shelly prison burst 
That finished vixen, Kate the curst ! 

If practice e'er with preo^t tallies^ 
Could Shakspeare set down aught in malice 
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From nature all his forms he drew^ 
And held the mirror to her view ; 
And if an ugly wart arose, 
Or freckle upon nature's nose. 
He flatter'd not th' unsightly flaw, 
But mark'd and copied what he saw ; 
Strictly fulfilling all his duties 
Alike to blemishes and beauties : 
So that in Shakspeare's time 'tis plain. 
The Katherines wer* scolds in grain, 
No females louder, fiercer, worse :-— 
Nam contemplate the bright reverse ; 
And say amid the countless names, 
Borne by contemporary dames, — 
Exotics, fetched fi-om distant nations. 
Or good old English appellations, — 
Names hunted out fi:om ancient books, 
Or form'd on dairy-maids, and cooks. 
Genteel, familiar, or pedantic, 
Grecian, Roman, or romantic, 
Christian, Infidel, or Jew, 
Heroines, &bulous or true, 
Ruths, Rebeccas, Rachels, Sarahs, 
Charlottes, Harriets, Emmas, Claras, 
Auroras, Helens, Daphnes, Delias, 
Martias, Portias, and Cornelias, 
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Nannys, Fannys, Jennys, Hettys, 

Dollys, Mollys, Biddys, Bettys, 

Sacharissas, Melesinas, 

Dulcibellas, Celestinas, — 

Say, is there one more free from blame. 

One that enjoys a fairer fame. 

One more endow'd with Christian graces, 

'(Although I say it to our faces. 

And flattery we don't delight in,) 

Than Catherine, at this present writing? 

Where, then, can all the diflerence be ? 

Where, but between the K, and C : 

Between the graceful curving line. 

We now prefix to atherine. 

Which seems to keep with mild police, 

Those rebel syllables in peace. 

Describing, in the line of duty. 

Both physical, and moral beauty. 

And that impracticable K 

Who led them all so much astray — 

Was never seen in black and white, 

A character more fidl of spite ! 

That stubborn back, to bend unskilful, 

So perpendicularly wilful ! 

With angles, hideous to behold. 

Like the sharp elbows of a scold, 
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In attitude, when words shall fail, 
To fight their battles tooth and nail. — 
In page the first, you're sagely told 
That « all that glitters is not gold ;" 
Fain would I quote one proverb more— 
" N'^veillez pas le chat qui dort" 
Here some will smile, as if suspicious 
That simile was injudicious ; 
Because in C A T they trace 
Alliance with the feline race. 
But we the name alone inherit, 
C has the letter, K the spirit. 
And woe betide the man who tries 
Whether or no the spirit dies ! 
Tho' dormant long, it yet survives. 
With its fiiU complement of lives. 
The nature of the beast is still 
To scratch and claw, if not to kill ; 
For royal Cats, to low-bom wrangling 
Will superadd the gift of strangling. 
Witness in modern times the fate 
Of that imhappy potentate, 
Who, fi"om his palace near the pole. 
Where the chill waves of Neva roll. 
Was snatch'd, while yet alive and merry. 
And sent on board old Charon's ferry. 
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The Styx he travers'dy execrating 
A Katherine of his own creating. 
— Peter the Third — illustrious peer ! 
Great autocrat of half the sphere ! 
(At least of all the Russias, he 
Was Emperor, Czar of Muscovy) — 
In evil hour, this simple Czar, 
Impelled by some malignant star, 
Bestowed upon his new Czarina, 
The fatal name of Katerina ; 
And, as Monseigneur I'Arch^veque 
Chose to baptize her a la Crrecque, 
'Twas Katerina with a K : 
He ^ed it to his djring day : 
Nay died, as I observed before, 
The sooner on that very score — 
The Princess quickly learnt her cue, 
Improv'd upon the part of shrew, 
And as the plot began to thicken, 
She wrung his head off like a chicken. 
In short this despot of a wife 
Robb'd the poor man of crown and life ; 
And robbing Peter, paid not Paul ; 
But dear'd the stage of great and small. 
No comer of the throne would spare. 
To gratify her son and heir. 
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But liv'd till direescore years and ten, 

Still trampling on the rights of men. — 

Thy brief existence, hapless Peter f 

Had doubtless longer been, and sweeter, 

But that thou wilfully disturb'dst 

The harmless name she brought from Zerbst 

Nor was it even then too late, 

When crown'd and registered a Rate ; 

When all had trembling heard, and seen. 

The shriller voice, and fiercer mien — 

Had'st diou e'en then, without the measure, 

That Russian boors adopt at pleasure. 

On publishing a tedious ukase. 

To blab to all the world the true case. 

By virtue of the Imperial knout 

But whipt th* ofifending letter out — 

She, in the fairest page of fame, 

Might then have writ her faultless name. 

And thou retain'd thy life, and crown. 

Till time himself had mow'd them down. 
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THE ROBBER POLYDORE ; 



A BALLAD. 



Ot HOLY Mary, hear the blast ! 

The ehns 'twill overthrow, 
Where, hung in chains, a murderer's hopes 

Are tossing to and fro. 
The robber Polydore is up, 

And listens to the moan ; 
He fears to sleep, for on the heath 

His cottage stands alone* 

A knock comes thundering to the door. 

The robber's heart leaps high. 
" Now open quick, dost thou not mind 

Thy comrade Gregory ?" — 
" Whoe'er thou art, with smother'd voice 

Strive not to cheat mine ear ; 
My comrade Grregory is dead, 

His bones are hanging near." — 
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" Now ope thy door, nor parley more ; 

'Tis true Fm Gregory; 
And, if 'twere not for the gibbet rc^e, 

My voice were clear and free. 
The wind is high, the wind is loud, 

It behds the old elm tree ; 
The blast has toss'd my bones about, 

This night most wearily. 

** The elm was dropping on my hair. 
The shackles galled my feet ; 

To hang in chains is a bitter lair. 
And, oh ! a bed is sweet. 

I've borne my lot for many a night, 

• 

Nor yet disturb'd thee here ; 
Then sure a pillow thou wilt give 
Unto thy old compeer ?' 

** Tempt me no more," the robber cried. 

And struggled with his fear; 
Were this a night to ope my door. 

Thy taunts should cost thee dear." — 
^^ Ah ! comrade, you did not disown, ' 

Nor bid me brave the cold ; 
The door was open soon when I 

Brought murder'd Mansell's gold. 

N 2 
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*< When for a bribe you gave me up 

To the cruel gallows' tree^ 
You made my bed with readiness. 

And stirred the fire for me. 
But I have sworn to visit thee. 

Then cease to bid me go;' 
And apej or soon thy bolts and bars 

Shall burst beneath my blow/' 

Oh ! sick at heart grew Polydore, 

And wish'd the dawn of day ; 
That voice had qudl'd his haughty heart. 

He knew not what to say. 
For now the one that stood without, 

For entrance crav'd no mpre, 
And when no voice in answer came^ 

He struck, and burst the door. 

^^ Why shrink'st thou thus, good comrade, now 

With such a wilder'd gaze ? 
Dost fear my rusted shackles' dank ? 

Dost fear my wither'd face ? 
But for the gallows' rope, that face 

Had ne'er thus startled thee, 
And the gallows' rope, was't not the fruit 

Of thy foul treachery ? 
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" But come thou forth, we'll visit now 

The elm with the withered rind, 
For though thy door was barr'd to me, 

Yet I will be more kind. 
That is my home, the ravens there 

Are all my company, 
And they and I will both rejoice 

In such a guest as thee. 

" The tempest's loud, but clasp my arm 

Why, why dost thou delay ? 
That arm thou did'st not doubt to clasp. 

When my life was sold away.'' 
The stormy wind sung wild and loud 

Round trembling Polydore; 
As by his dead companion led^ 

He struggled o'er the moor. 

And soon they reach'd a wilderness, 

By human foot unpress'd. 
The wind grew cold, the heather sigh'd. 

As conscious of their guest : 
Soon did they on the dreary heath 

The wither'd elm-tree find, 
Where a halter, with a ready noose. 

Hung dancing to the wind. 

N 3 
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Then turning round, his ghastly face • 

Was twisted with a smile^ 
<^ Now living things are fisur remote. 

We'll rest us here awhile. 
Brothers we were, good Polydore^ 

We robb'd in company ; 
Brothers we were, and we in death 

Shall also brothers be. 

" Behold the elm, behold the rope. 

Which I prepared before. 
Thou'rt pale ! — /tis but a struggle, man. 

And soon that struggle's o'er. 
Tremble no more, but cheerful come. 

And like a brother be; 
I'll hold the rope, and in my arms 

I'll help you up the tree." 

The eyes of Polydore grew dim. 

He rous'd himself to pray, 
But a heavy weight sat on his breast, 

And took all voice away. 
The rope is tied, then from his lips 

A cry of anguish broke. 
Too powerful for the bands of sleep. 

And Polydore awoke. 
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All vanish'd now the cursed elm, 

His dead companion gone, 
With troubled joy he found himself 

In darkness and alone. 
But still the wind with hollow gusts 

Fought ravening on the moor. 
And check'd his transports, while it shook 

The bolted cottage door. 
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ON BURNING A PACKET OF LETTERS RECEIVED FROM 
A FRIEND AT AN EARLY PERIOD OF LIFE, WHOSE 
CORRESPONDENCE HAD LAPSED INTO SILENCE, AND 
WHOSE FRIENDSHIP INTO APATHY. 



Cold is the hand that gives thee to the flame. 
Sweet source of pleasure in my early years ! 

Bat,'0 ye friends ! to me impute no blame, 
I mark its quick destruction thro' my tears. 

Cold was the hand that at one cast destrojr'd 

Sweet friendship, which, upon that crackling scroll, 

Depicted was ; even where, with skill emplojr^dj 
Her pen had traced the kindness of her soul. 

Ah ! why the proof of former joy preserve ! 

A present grief 'twere folly to retain ; 
Years to encrease the change would only serve, • 

And every change would add severer pain. 
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INSCRIPTION 

FO|l A RETIRED SEAT IN A FRIEND's SHRUBBERY. 



Ye who love the shady bow'r. 
Ye who fear the sultry hour ; 
Ye who peace delight to meet. 
Come to my sequester'd seat* 

Ye whose bosoms pant with fears. 

Ye who wish to hide your tears ; 

f 

Ye who pine with secret love^ 
Seek my quiet whispering grove I 

If meditation suit thee best. 
Come with me contented rest, 
For here each flower and rising tree 
Declares the present Deity, 
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ON A SPRIG OF HEATH. 



Flower of the waste ! the heath-fowl shuns 
For thee the brake and tangled wood, — 

To thy protectmg shade she runs. 
Thy tender buds supply her food; 

Her young forsake her downy plumes 

To rest upon thy opening blooms. 

Flower of the desert tho' thou art f 
The deer that range the mountain firee^ 

The graceful doe, the stately hart. 
Their food of shelter seek from thee ; 

The bee thy earliest blossom greets, 

And draws from thee her choicest sweets. 

G^m of the heath ! whose modest bloom 
Sheds beauty o'er the lonely moor ; 

Tho' thou dispense no rich perfume, 
Nor yet with splendid tints allure, 

Both valour's crest and beauty's bower, 

Ofl hast thou deck'd, a favourite flower. 
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Flower of the wild ! whose purple glow 
Adorns the dusky mountain's side. 

Not the gay hues of Iris' bow. 
Nor garden's artfiil, varied pride, 

With all its wealth of sweets could cheer. 

Like thee, the hardy mountaineer. 

Flower of his heart ! thy fragrance mild. 
Of peace and freedom seems to breathe; 

To pluck thy blossoms in the wild, 
And deck his bonnet with the wreath. 

Where dwelt of old hh rustic sires, 

Is all his simple wish requires. 

Flower of his dear-loy'd native land f 
Alas, when distant, fiur more dear ! 

When he from some cold foreign strand. 
Looks homeward thro' the blinding tear. 

How must his aching heart deplore. 

That home and thee he sees no more ! 
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FOTHRINGAY. 



Hail, falling shades ! hail, stillest evening hour ! 

Sacred to verse, and thou sublimest power, 

Imagination i thou, while slumber light 

Lays me to rest upon the lap of night, 

Draw near my couch •— and bear my soul away 

From earth's dull shades to scenes of brighter day : 

Lead her to each lone vale, and hallow'd mount; 

To each enchanted oak and mystic fount; 

But chiefly lead her to the Choral Hall ' 

Of old Oceanus — and, at thy call> 

Bid soft Autona at my will prepare. 

And tell of deeds that mark'd her borders fair. 

The song prevail'd — and, deck'd with varied flower 
Of reed and lily — from her watery bow'r 
Autona rose ; and, turning her dark head 
To shade and meadow, pensive thus she said : 
" Hail, Fothringay ! tho' faded now thy bow'rs. 
Thy priiices yanish'd, gone thy stately tow'rs ; 
Borne on the breeze from yon lone bank thy sigh 
Murmurs of glory past. — To poet's eye 
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Fair in thy mourning weeds. Amid the vale, 
I hail thee queen, and would record thy tale. 
Lo ! on that mound in days of feudal pride 
Thy towering castle frown'd above the tide, 
Flung wide her gates, where troops of vassals met 
With awe, the brow of high Plantaganet. 
But ah ! what chie& in sable crest appear ! 
What great achievement marks yon warrior's bier ! 
'Tis York's — ftom Agincourt's victorious plain, 
They bear the &llen hero o'er the main. 
Thro' all the land his blooming laurels shed. 
And to thy bosom give the mighty dead. 
When from thy lap the vengeM Richard sprung, 
A boding sound in all my borders rung; 
It spoke a tale of blood — fair Nevile's woe, 
York's murd'rous hand — and Edward's future foe. 

" In darkest night for ever veil the scene 
When thy cold walls receiv'd the captive Queen. 
For this hath ruin torn thee from the groimd, 
Spread her wild bramble and her thistle round. 
Burst on thy princely tower with whelming tide, 
Nor left one vestige to relate thy pride. 

*^ I saw her on that bank in sorrow tear 
The golden circlet from her graceful hair ; 
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While thus she spoke,-* 'Hence shall the scomer see 

That all my royal state ocHisists in thee !' 

Hence, bauble, hence to powV ! nor bind that head 

That bows degraded o'er this humble bed. 

Fair stream ! my prison's guard, yet still and slow 

In seeming rev'rence of the captive's woe ; 

Were but mankind as gentle as thy flood, 

As deep their firiendship, and as dear their good ! 

Could'st thou omv^ me to the sounding tide, 

Tliis hand should spread the sail ^^ the steerage guide ; 

The lovely bark my Gallia's shore would gain. 

And England's Queen confess my poVr to reign. 

But vain the wish ! — To me no more is giv'n 

Of joy or hope, — but that which rests in heaVn," 

She sighs — and lo ! thro' yonder portal come 

Nobles and Judges to pronounce her doom. 

She pleads indignant — '^ Bring ye, subjects, laws 

Unjustly here to try a Monarch's cause? 

Your^s is nor law nor truth, resolv'd on wron^ 

Death clouds your brow, and rancour arms your 

tongue." 
She ceas'd. — At Howard's name her sorrows flow, 
How lov'd his mem'ry, how deplor'd his woe ! 

See the last sun to Mary's eye descend, 
And night her curtain o'er the scene extend ! 
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Her watchful train in speechless anguish weep, 

The captive's eyes alone are clos'd in sleep. 

See the last morning break — with mournful state, 

Forth comes the royal captive to her fate. 

Death cannot move her soul — the sighing breath 

Of pitying bosoms gives the sting of death. 

Be calm," she said, ^^ for Stuart soon shall be , 

Above the sphere of mortal majesty; 

Her little triumphs and her wrongs be o'er, 

Weep no more, faithful Melville ! weep no more !" 

Religion's hope her last sad words express ; 

Scotland admonish — ruthless England bless : 

But oh ! — the pause that followed — and the groan 

Struck every nerve, and froze the blood to stone ! 

Trembling I hid my brow beneath the wave, 

And sank in terror to my inmost cave. 

Farewell — I mark with hate that murd'rous hour, 

And glide in silent grief to ocean's bow'r ! 
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THE LAMENT. 



Sweet lake ! while shades are closing round, 
I love' to haunt thy tranquil shore, 

And mournful tread the hallow'd ground 
Which Emma's form shall grace no more. 

There's not a rock thy waters lave 
But Inrings her to my ftncy's eye ; 

There's not a ripple on thy wave 
But murmurs of departed joy. 

Beneath yon birch's shadowy screen, 
Of): have we watch'd the fiiding day, 

Or slowly, o'er yon twilight green. 
In pensive bliss, have mused our way. 

And is she gone? — and do I live 
To hover round our favourite spot. 

In vain o'er blighted hc^es to grieve. 
And joys that will not be forgot^ 
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Sweet lake ! this brain where memory glows, 
This heart which throbs in anguish now, 

Oh, that at length they might repose 
^s cold, as motionless as thou ! * 



o 



194 



SONNET TO 



Whether thy locks in natural beauty strayf 
Ousfring like woodbind wild, or haply bounds 
Like ivy wreath thy polish'd brows around; 

Whether within thine eyes' blue mirror play 

Mirth's arrowy beams or love's more soften'd ray ; 
Whether to the gay viol's pleasant sound 
Thou minglest in the dance's airy round. 

Thy light feet twinkling like the darts of day ; 

Or whether o'er the gracefol harp thy frame, 

More graceful yet, with eyes up-rais'd thou bendest. 
And with its tones thy own, far sweeter, blendest ; 

Still thou art loveliest, varying, yet the same, 
Still o'er my soul thine absolute sway extendest. 
And from all other loves my heart defendest. 
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SONNET. 



I've seen my day before its noon decline, 
And dark is still the future, nor, alas ! 
Can Hope, with all the magic of her glass, 
Irradiate the deep gloom which fete malign 
Has gathered round; —yet wiU I not repme; 
For tho' the courage, that can do and dare, 
Be brightest glory, unsubdued to bear. 
That calmer, better virtue may be mine; — 
For this is of the mind ; — -> to slay, be slain, 
Asks but a moment's energies, and Fame 
First wakens and then keeps alive the flame; 
But Patience must itseL^ itself sustain, 
And must itself reward, nor hope to find 
The prais^t. or the compassicm of mankind* 
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sonnet: 



Theke is a virtue, which to Fo^tonie's height 
Follows us not, but in the vale below, 
Where dwell the ills of life, disease and woe. 

Holds on its steady course, serenely bright : 

So some lone star, whose softly beaming light 
We mark not in the blaze of solar day, 
Comes forth with pure and ever constant ray. 

That makes ev'n beautiful the gloom of night. 
Tho^ art that star so lovely and so lone, ' ' 

That virtue of distress — Fidelity ! 

And thou, when every joy and hope are flown, 

Cling'st to the relics of humanity. 

Making with all its. sorrows life still dear^ 
And death, with all its terrors, void of fear. 
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THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE. 



Where are the tamers of the deep, 

The gallant and the brave? 
H^veh^s angry whirlwinds o'er them sweep, 

Cold ocean is their grave. 

Was it, their sun of gloiy waned 

Amid the cloudy fight. 
When through the mists of battle rained 

A shower of deathly light ? 

Arose they from the strife of blood 

On victory's eagle pinion. 
Waving in death above the flood 

The banner of dominion ? 

I would not mock their fate with sorrow. 

Let woman melt in tears. 
Fame's gorgeous purple I would borrow 

To shroud their glorious biers, 

o S 



198 

No; OD their dark and dismal hour 

No star of oooqnest rose; 
Vain was theor boast <^ strength and power. 

The te m pests weie their £ies. 

Haughty diey rode die passire deqi» 
And bade the wates gire place; 

Tliey called the wild winds firom tbflr sieepy 
To waft them on thdr race. 

Tliey saw not firom the deep arise 

The ^irit of the storm. 
And min^e with the daA^img skies 

His dim and scowling'^ibrnu 

But God to him Strang migfat had given 

To wreak his wrath on man; 
By rushing blasts the skies weie riy^i. 

The waves their war began. 

Where are the tamers of the deep. 

The gallant and the brave? 
Go ask the wild winds where they sleeps 

Search ocean for ihdr grave. 
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Was heard on Denmark's wintry shore 
The drear distress-gun moaning? 

'Twas night, amid the tempest's roar 
That dying men were groaning. 

And Ocean, like a conqueror proud^ 

In trimnph ndled to landy 
And with his gallant spoils bestrewed 
. The wiM^ and silent sand* 

There are, who sweetly sleep at home 
With cairn and careless breast, . 

And those they love in slumber come 
To cheer their couch of rest. 

Oh, wake them not, from those to part. 
Who in their dreams survive ! 

To-morrow to the bleeding heart, 
For aye, they cease to live I 
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A PORTRAIT, 



Yes, — whikt pay sight is yet allaw'd to rest 

On those dear features^ (which it calms my breast 

To look upon> and, as I watch them, give 

The purest bliss that mortals may receive,} 

Let me preserve their image for a space. 

And from the: life a &int resemblance trace. 

Oh ! if the likepe3S were correctly made, 

And if my colours were not such as fi^e, 

Through time's long year the Portrait would be prais'd. 

And future ages profit, as they gaz'd. 

Lovdy is youth, -» but, robb'd of vermil hue. 
Age may be lovely, and enchant the view. 
When the soul brightens, and th' immortal ray 
Is seen more clearly through the shrine's decay ; 
When the mild aspect, cloudless and serene, 
Reveals in silence what the life has been — 
Untroubled as the awful close draws near. 
Still fondly tum'd to all remaining here ; 
Still breathing peace, and tenderness, and love, 
Illum'd with nearer radiance from above. 
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Such, such 'tis mine to witness day by day, 

And more than filial reverence to pay. 

For, if I owe hex life, and ev*ry flower 

That ere I gathered since my natal hour. 

And (mo]fe than life^ or happiness, or &me,) 

The fear of God, since I could lisp his name : 

If no conflicting ties divide my heart, 

And obance, nor change, have forc'd us yet apart; 

If for the other each too oft has feared. 

And mutual woes and peril have endear'd ; 

Now that her spirit undisturbed remains 

By sharpen'd tiials and increasing pains, 

I view the mother and the saint in on^ 

And pay beyond the homage of a son. 

Ye who approach her threshold, cast aside 
The world, and all the littleness of pride ; 
Come not to pass an hour, and then away . 
Back to the giddy follies of the day ; — 
With reverent step and heav'n-directed eye. 
Clad in the robes of meek humility. 
As to a temple's hallowed courts, repair. 
And come the lesson, as the scene, to share ; 
Gaze on the ruin'd firame, and pallid cheek; 
Prophetic symptoms, that too plainly speak ! 
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Those limbs that fisiB her as she faulters by; 

Pangs, that from nature will extort a sigh ; 

See her from social int^course r^nov'd. 

Forbid to catch the friendly voice she lov*d ; 

Then mark the look composed, the tranquil air, 

Unfeign'd contentment st31 enthroned there ! 

The cheerful beams, that, never quench'd, adorn 

That cheek, and gladden those who thought to mourn ; 

Benignant smiles for all around that shine^ 

Unbounded love, and charity divine ! 

This is Religion — hot^mreal dreams. 

Enthusiast nq)tiffeB and sa^aphie gleams ; 

But Faith's calm triumph — Reascm's steady sway. 

Not the brief lightning, but the perfect day. 

Mark we the dose of years without ofience? 
Of more than this, and more than innocence^ — 
A life of deeds -^-^ a long, unUanish'd course 
Of gen'rous action, and of moral force. 

Her have I seen assail'd by deepest woe, 

Overwhelming desolation's sudden blow ; 

How much she felt, the body's ills diq>lay ; 

From that dfei^ hoikr began the slow decay. 

Yet she, who quiyerVd at another's pain. 

Her own with stoic firmness could sustain ; I 
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Stood unsubdued -r- but meeidy kiss'd the rod, 
And took with patience all that came from God; 
And curb'd her girie^ wheti sorrow's cup ran o'er, 
Lest those who saw her weep, should weep the more. 

Her have I seen when Death was at her sidef 
And Hope no longer to X)ur prayers replied. 
Nor then celestial visions blest her sight, 
Or angels waiting for the spirit's flight ; 
Awe she con£^t — biit awe devoid of fear. 
In death, as life, who knew her Miaker near. — 

Yet she, whose claim (if any may) will prove 

Sure of the joys that crown the just above. 

Humbly preferr'd no tide of her own. 

And on redeeming grace repos'd alone. 

In acts of prayer life's ebbing moments past. 

Or acts of love, benignant to the last ; 

Nor one forgot, nor fail'd to recommend 

Each poor dep^idant — name each valued friend ; 

And, most resign'd to summons all but given, 

Still human, griev'd to leave us, though for heav'n. 

• 
Nor hers alone! the virtues that require 
Some stroke of fate to rouse their latent fire ; 
Great for an hour, heroic for a scene. 
Inert through all the common life between. 
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But such as each diurnal task perform. 

Pleased in the cahn, unshaken by the storm. 

In her had Nature bounteously combin'd 

The tend'rest bosom with the strongest mind ; 

Sense that seem'd instinct, so direct it caught 

The just condusion, oft re&s'd to thought ; 

Simplicity of heart, that never knew 

What 'meant the baubles which the world pursue; 

All these, by not a taint of self alloy'd, 

All these were hers — for others all employed* 

To seek the haunts of poverty and pain. 

Teach want to thrive, and grief to smile again ; 

To guide young footsteps to the right, and win 

The old in error from the ways of sin ; 

To ease the burthens of the human race, 

Mend eVry heart, and gladden eVry &ce. 

She liv*d and breathed, — not from the world estrang'd. 

But mov'd amongst it, guileless and unchanged ; 

Still lov'd to view the picture's brighter side ; 

The first to cherish, and the last to chide. 

For this around the time-struck ruin wait • 
Admiring crowds, the lowly and the great ; 
Thither for this, the young, the good, repair. 
And watch around with unremitted care ; 
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For this the orphans of the village bring 
Unbidden gifts, the earUest wreath of spring, 
Homage, that scarce encircles youth, or power, 
In court of kings, or beauty's vernal bower. 

Thus cheer'd, yet thus forbid to labour more, 
Wanting herself the aid she gave before ; 
When feeble mortals peevishly complain. 
Regret past pleasures, and survive in vain ; 
She, like the silver lamp, that, night and day. 
Before some altar sheds its hallow'd ray. 
Serenely shines, in pure effiilgence bright, 
With pious lustre, and attractive light r 
Dispels the black'ning shades that gather round, 
And guides the wanderer to the sacred ground. — 

Servant of God ! thy task is nearly done ! 
And soon, too soon, thy wages will be won. 
Yet how shall I contend with grief alone ? :^ 
How bear this cheerless earth when thou art gone ? 
Dear being ! *tis thyself would still bestow 
Whatever of comfort the bereft may know ! 
For when, (how else shall I employ the hours ?) 
Of thee I think, thy virtues, and thy powers. 
Shall I despair ? thou did'st not : — or repine ? 
Did ever murmur spring from lips of thme ? 
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Yes — 1 will strive — though) at the thoiqght, my heart 

Sickois, and nature tremUes at her part. 

I will not wfa<dly lose thee, Imt believe^ 

That, finom on high, thy care I stOl receive ; 

And, as I wander through the silent glade, 

Trace the sequestered brook, or sedc the shade^ 

Through day's long hours ; or in the night proiband, 

When stillness breathes a sacred calm aromid ; 

Discourse with thee in spirit, though disjoined. 

And catch the influence of angelic mind. 

The force of virtue lasts bey (md the grave. 

Still shalt thou watch, console me, guide^ and save ! 

Lead me fiom m, aad keep my steadfist eye, 

Fill'd with the prospect of foturity ; 

Where, soon (ht later, if I teach my feet 

Thy steps to follow — we again shall meet.* 



* ^nce the above was put into the editor's hands, the amiable 
and excellent original of the Portrait has been removed to that 
higher state of existence, for which she was so well prepared. 



207 



DE LA CHARITE' 



FOUR LES PAUVRES PRISONNIERS, DIEPPE, 



Yes, 'tis a year since last that plaintive cry» 
** Pity the prisoners," touch'd my wandering ear: 

And now again their hat is lower'd from high. 

And the same fiunish'd, sharpen'd features peqr 

Through the stem bars. — Can the revolving year, 

With its rich interchange of joys, have brought 

Health to my body, transport to my thought} 

Whilst man hath left his fellows-creatures here ? 

France I I have trod thy vine-clad hills, and eyed 
Milan's cathedra,!, the blue Glacier's wall, 

Comp's fiur lake in all its summer's pride; 
Baronial Heidelberg, Schaffhausen's fall; 
Till lost in ecstasy, my spirit flew 
Forth with the breeze, exulting o'er the view. 
And, as that breeze along a hank of flowers 

Gathers their odours, with a silent awe 
Incorporating them into my powers, 

I mingled with the mighty things I saw, 
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Bold forms, sweet tints, soft Natures whisper'd tone. 

And made the feelings of the Alps my own : 
Just as the lake, beneath the mount^'s brow, 
Rdlects the charms that on its borers glow, 
Receives them to its breast, and seems to blend 
Their nature in its own, as friend to friend. 
And I at will have seen and mused on man, 
His varied character and social plan, — 
The prudent Dutchitoan, the more simple Swiss, 
Till, home returning, the fimiliar kiss 
Of loying lips received me, 



Out, alas ! 



On human mercy ! whilst my hours have flown 
Lovely as sjpbeams through the prism glass. 

Your bondaged months havedragged theirweight alone, 
Poor barr'd and pittanced thralls I to you the same 
How bright the day, or rich the harvest came ! 
Oh, how can guilty souls presume to meet 
Him, who redeem'd them, on his judgment-seat, 
Who taught them but one daily prayer to Heaven, 
** As we forgive, so may we be forgiven !'* - 
Bankrupts and beggars ! how can they forget 
The retribution of his awful threat, 
On fierce exactors of a fellow-servant's debt? 
Away ! no kneeling mockery to your Lord ! 
When ye but ask'd him, he forgave you all; 
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Ev*n you, whose patience will not once aflbrd 

A doit's forbearance at a brother's calL 
Yourselves have judg'd yourselves, and wrath defied. 
By every drop of comfort you denied ; 
And heap'd consuming horrors on your head 
In ev'ry tear your withering victims shed ; 
Those tears which baffled avarice can spurn. 
Then, reckless, to life's breathing world return 
To feast with Pharisees, the sunbeam share. 
Weep o'er a play, nor tremble at a prayer. 
Grasping the pound of flesh revenge makes dear. 
Age after age, man pens his equal here. 
He owed you monies, therefore, whilst the blood 
Boils at his heart, and children cry for food; 
Whilst strong his energies, erect his form. 
His feelings fi'esh about him, — like a storm. 
You, the rich tyrant, &sten'd on your prey. 
Carried him from his plunder'd home away ; 
And to this living sepulchre consign'd, 
A &ding body, and a writhing mind* 

Here, left in hateful solitude to die. 
By the -slow poison of much misery. — 

Pity the prisoners ! Yes; tho' thrown aside, 
Like serpents that dar'd cross the path of pride. 
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And darken^ with your wretched looks, the day 
Of purse-swoFn neighbours, whom want could jiot pay ; 
And though ye lose, withdrawn from public sight. 
The thronged world's sympathy, your humble right, 
Yet do your cruel sorrows justice find. 
Among the human portion of mankind, — 
The glorious few, who, true to virtue's oause, 
Would mend their country's by religion's laws; 
They who have made the better part their choice, 

And pass'd protected through life's frumace flame, 
Nor need, like me, the suflfrer's pleading voice^ 

To wake their nature to a sense of shame; 
Who^ amidst &shion's taint and pleasure's lure. 
Have fought the thankless batdes of the poor ; 
Wrench'd from the worldly hand its iron rod. 
And best have serv'd, by most resembling God. 
Whilst me, yet loit'ring on a foreign strand. 
Life's labyrinth-thread deceives, and seems but sand. 
Which from my feeble fingers slips away. 
Like the delusion of a vacant dream. 
Or mountain music of some shallow stream. 
That, pleas'd in list'ning its own worthless sound, 
Cools no parch'd lip, revives no thirsty ground. 
In those brief hours of light which yet remain. 
If yet, oh, teach me not to live in vain ! 
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Teach me. Great Master ! to redeem the time. 
And heavenward teach my sacred thoughts to climb. 
Then shall I, from sin's slavish thraldom free, 
Love all thy Gospel loves, and humbly honour Thee. 
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SONG. 



Yes, thou mayst walk in silk attire, 
If thou'lt consent to be his bride, 

Whose wealth can satiate each desire 
That ministers to pride. 

If thou'lt forswear thy plighted love, 
And leave his aching heart to break, 

With whom, in Teviot's evening grove, 
Tliou voVdst life's lot to take. 

To whom thy stainless, youthful heart, 
Pledg'd its affections earliest glow, 

And bade thy faltering lips impart 
Bliss he no more can know. 

When life to thee, as then to him, 
Beam'd in its freshest, loveliest hue. 

In rapture's cup, love to the brim 
Rose bright, — but how untrue ! 
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Nay, nay, the friendly hand I scorn, 
Tliy love was mme, I'll ne*er take less ; 

If changed affection can't be borne, 
There's refuge from distress. 

The damask couch — the fretted roof — 
May sooth thy rest — may please thine eye ; 

A lowlier dome — a ruder woof — 
He seeks, who seeks to die. 
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EVENING. 



How lovdy, Evenings is thy parting smile ! 
The twilight softness of thy glowing sky 
May well the poet's pensive dream beguile. 
And kindle rapture in his languid eye* 
There is a quiet magic in the sigh 
Of thy cool breezes, and thy twinkling dews, 
TTie insect's hum^ the birds' wild melody. 
Thy few faint stars, and all the varying hues 
That o'er thy pallid cheek their maiden blush suffuse 

I love the setting sun's last glance of light, 
When vernal clouds have wept themselves away: 
Flowers are more fragrant, and their tints more bright; 
More blithe the nightingale's reviving lay : 
The drops fall sparkling from the leafy spray. 
As fitful breezes toss the straggling brier ; 
And the far hill flings back the level ray ; 
So pure the liquid air, that cot and ^ire. 
Distinct in distance, gleam with evening's golden fire. 
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The poet's glances, wheresoever they rol^ 
A paradise of living splendor make ; 
And in the magic mirror of his soul, 
Earth's simple beauties lovelier forms awake ;^ 
As in the green depth of some limpid lake, 
Unruffled by the west wind's vesper sighs, 
Tree, hilly and cloud, a softened brilliance taket^ 
Till all the landscape in reflection lies 
A fairy world of light, enshrin'd in purer skies. 

But spring hath sights which melt upon the mind 
With an o'erpow'ring beauty; early flowers 
That children in their evening rambles find ; 
The soft, half-open'd foliage, wet with show'rs ; 
Luxuriant shoots, that o'er the twilight bow'rs 
Wave wildly : dappled skies, and sparkling rills. 
And spring hath music for our love-sick hours: 
Wild notes of forest warblers; and the hills. 
All silent as they seem, a mingled murmur fills. 

The ploughman's careless whistle, the low bleat 
Of youngling flocks, the drowsy-tinkling bell, 
The bark of village watch-dogs, as they greet 
The homeward shepherd, on the breezes swell, 
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While eyening darkens o'er the misty dell. 
O then I love to wander, all unseen, 
Walks lengthened as the lengthening light may tell. 
And miis^ with many a roving thought between. 
And quiet to the soul from nature's quiet glean. 

In all the calmness of a cloudless eve. 
How gently dies a long, long summer day ! 
O'er yon broad wood, as loth to take its leave. 
It sheds, at parting, its most lovely ray; 
And golden lights o'er all the landscape play — 
And languid zephyrs waft their rich perfume 
Where the wide lattice ^ves them open way. 
And breathe a freshness round the twilight room. 
From jasmine, clematis, and yellow-blossom'd broom. 

There is a home-felt stillness in the hour. 
When heaven's bright azure takes a deeper shade, 
And fragrance sleeps in every closing flower. 
Then, ere the amber glow is all decay'd. 
The volume or the work aside is laid; 
And the pleas'd mother views, with glist'ning eye. 
The little games by happy childhood play'd. 
Her fair-haired girls all breathless running by. 
With cries of mimic fear and laugh of ecstacy. 
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When the far clock hath toll'd the hour of rest. 
They, side by side, before their mother kneel. 
And pray their gentle slumbers may be blest, 
And their pure spirits dew-like influence feel 
Of grace and goodness. Oh ! what raptures steal 
Upon a parent's soul at childhood's prayer ! 
That innocence might all her sorrows heal : 
The lifted hands, the feature's placid air. 
The hymn so sweetly lisp'd, have all enchantment there. 

And then the good-night kiss : and they repose 
In dreamless rest, or dreams of happiness : 
And the warm cheek with livelier colour glows, 
As, half unconsciously, with fond caress. 
Hie wearied infants to each other pr^ss, 
And fall asleep together. Happy sleep ! 
The sage might envy thee, the saint might bless : 
O ! could'st thou in thy own true Lethe steep 
Hie sunk and haggard eyes that wake, and wake to weep ! 

Ck)me, walk with me, where, o'er the dewy lawn, 
Hie fir-tree wafts its incense, and the gale 
Breathes freshly from the waters ; for the dawn 
Of moon-light brightens o'er the winding dale; 
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Andwliile the itarded owlels sbii^ and waQ, 
Que flood of sfdendor bodies die dstant hoi. 
Hie oom-field bosom'd m die wood, die Tale 
Widi rirer mists o'enliadow'd, hnsh'd and sdD, 
Sare wbere in mnrmnrs dies die rudiing of die milL 

SooD sliak dioa hear, fiur mooo, a blidier greedng 
Than poet's inTOcadon, or the cry 
Of owlet: — Sbont and langh in dioms meeting 
Where youths and maids their harvest Uboar ply. 
And die slow wain, with dewy sheaves pil'd high. 
And grating wheels, rolls homeward : the shrill song 
Of infimt gleaner swells the rerefary ; 
And aye, with dying fiill the notes amcMi^ 
Will echo's airy tcmes the melody prolong. 

In the deep stillness of the moonlight grove^ 
Where trembling leaves a chequered shadow made. 
Of yore the feiry-pec^le lov*d to rove ; 
And soft as that dim light and mellow shade. 
Aerial music whisper'd firom the glade : 
And &ys, beneath the drooping violet. 
In filmy robes of gossamer array'd. 
And moth-wing scarf, and fem-seed coronet. 
To list a tale of love their elfin warriors met. 
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Roll on ! thou pure and lovely orb ! roll on, 
In silent beauty through the cloudless sky ; 
Most lovely when the twilight flush is gone, 
And thou in brightness art alone on high. 
TTiou art the poet's worship, and his eye 
More wildly flashes in thy hallow'd ray : 
To thee the lover, fancy-sick, will sigh ; 
And thy pale beams through ivied casement play, 
Where patient maiden's cheek in vigils wastes away. 

The mourner loves thee ; for thy quiet light 
Sheds beauty o'er grey tower and waving tree. 
Yet beauty which becomes the solemn night ; 
While day, in mockery, throws o'er all we see, 
Gay smiles, which win no smile from misery. — 
The mourner loves thee ; and, in frenzied tone. 
Her overflowing passion breathes to thee, 
Thrill'd with thy loveliness, when all is gone 
That gave afiection birth, and yet the heart yearns on. 

How sweetly, by the mai*gin of the lake. 
From cottage windows peeps the taper's light ! 
The trembling waters its reflection break. 
As the breeze stoops to kiss them in its flight. 
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The glaw-wonn, lamp of little fairy sprite. 
On beds of moss is shining in the dew; 
And stars are twinkling from the depths of night, 
In Evening's lingering gUnuner pale and few. 
But flashing thick and bright along the darker blue. 

In the green covert of some leafy bay, 
Stretch'd languidly along my rocking boat, 
I love to gaze my inmost soul away, 
And watch the silent stars in ether float : 
And ofl;, when distant flute's faint echo smote 
On my hush'd senses, — listening with a sigh — 
Oh ! I have lov'd to fancy that the note 
Had wander'd from the music of the sky. 
And woo'd the poet's creed of spheral melody. 

'Tis sweet to mark the wither'd foliage float, 
Down the cold stream of autumn's evening gale. 
While the last lingering swallow's feeble note. 
Seems sadly for the waning year to wail. 
The huntsman's bugle echoes down the vale, 
To call the stra^lers of the weary chase ; 
From bam far distant sounds the sullen flail ; 
And the chill'd wand'rer turns with livelier pace, 
O'er heath or dreary moor his homeward path to trace. 
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But dearer fer the spirit-stirring sight, 
When the white waves with all their voices roar, 
And the red sun goes down with fitful light, 
Along " a wild and breaker-beaten shore.*' 
The gale of evening freshens more and more ; 
And boats, like specks upon the sparkling tide. 
Run landward ; gulls on flapping pinions soar; 
And petrels on the rolling billows ride. 
Sure sign of gathering storm by sailor's eye espied. 

The light-house, like a horizontal star, 
Peeps through the tempest o'er the rocky coast; 
And signal-bells sound strangely, faint and far. 
Amid the howl of winds and waters lost. 
Light bounds the bark, all buffeted and tost; 
Waves roar and hiss around her stooping prow ; 
The din, the darkness but by light'ning crost. 
Yards strain'd, mast quivering, as the hoarse gusts 

blow. 
Thrill the tumultuous blood with rapture's breathless 

glow. 

Such tale, on winter evening long and drear. 
By the red ember's deep and fitful ray. 
The cottage matron tells, with many a fear 
For sailor-boy on shipboard far away ; 
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And tatter'd children leave their noisy play, 
To hear, and nestle by the beldame's side ; 
And aye she shakes her tresses thin and grey. 
At her own ghostly legends terrified ; 
Then hastily will rise, nor &rther question bide. 

More swiftly, months of learned exile roll ! 
Restore " the wintry paradise of home," 
The bower of bliss, the Eden of the soul. 
More sweet than luxury's most gorgeous dome. 
More sweet than groves where youth and beauty 

roam. 
To breathe the stillness of the star-light air. 
Come, tranquil evenings, peaceful pleasures, come. 
Where heart with heart its sympathies may share. 
And loving and belov'd, repose in rapture there ! 

A sister's arm around thee fondly wreath'd, 
The listless sofa, hour of deep'ning gloom. 
The hopes, the fears, the girlish secrets, breath'd 
In tones that whisper round the silent room, — 
The laughing tell-tale eye, and conscious bloom, — 
These all are pleasant : — pleasant is our glee. 
When brighter lights the social hearth illume. 
And all intently busied seem to be. 
Yet idlesse is it all in that fair company. 
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O'er the blank landscape let the curtains fall. 
And wake the yule-logs to a livelier blaze, 
While to the lares of our sober hall 
Accustom'd rites the white-arm'd priestess pays : 
The azure flame from silver censer plays 
Innocuous round the base of hissing urn ; 
The snow-white cups the graceful hand arrays ; 

And each the fragrant essence sips in tum^ 
And views with social smile that little altar bum. 

Then labour's idle semblance wastes an hour, 
And o'er the table is the work-box spread ; 
And fairy fingers trace the mimic flower, 
Or knot, or twist, or wind the golden thread : 
The silken twine, through many a labyrinth led, 
Some trifle weaves, which beauty gives away; 
And soon, that beauteous form for ever fled, 
The slight memorial of a happier day. 
To grief a melancholy pleasure may convey.. 

And ever and anon soft voices talk. 

Of all that busies or delights the fair ; 

The tended green-house, or the morning walk. 

Or volume chosen solitude to share ; 
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And sparkling glances, playful smiles, are there. 
And all the enchantment of the I^aphian zone : 
Tlien breathes the harp a wild and, plaintive air, 
And feeling blends her soul-dissolving tone. 
That melts among the chords, then sweetly thrills alone. 

Not undelightfiil is the thoughtful game, 
Where martial queens the mimic &ay command ; 
When puzzled ladies blush for very shame, 
With furrowed forehead and suspended hand. 
Observant children round the table stand ; 
Or read, with pleasure's half-believing smile. 
The old fantastic lore of fidry-land. 
Or tales that might a graver age beguile, 
Aladdin's lamp of power, or Crusoe's lonely isle. 

And who hath seen, and ever will forget. 
The girlish glow of innocent delight, 
When round the hearth the graver few are met. 
And some young sister bursts upon their sight. 
The ball-room's newest, brightest, star to night ? 
While playful glances to the mirror roam, 
She chides the moments for their ling'ring flight; 
Then bears fond wishes from her quiet home, 
For all that beauty asks in pleasure's whirling dome. 
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Sweet is the cadence of the gracefiil dance, 
When music melts with full melodious fall, 
And fairy forms of mirth and beauty glance. 
Along the mazes of the glittering hall : 
Then swifter notes and sprightlier- measures call ; 
And lovely is the ringlet's airy flow, 
The eyes that sparkle with delight on all, 
The livelier throbbing of the breast of snow. 
The small hand gently pressed, the cheek's responsive 
glow. 

Not thus the solitary evenings pass, 
To one &r off in academic shade ; 
But slowly gazing o'er the mingled mass 
Of dusty learning on his table laid. 
He sighs for mountain rill, or forest glade. 
Or well-known faces round the social fire ; 
For never here romantic Naiad stray'd. 
Or wood-nymph echoing mock'd the poet's lyre, 
But bleak and dreary plains all dreary thoughts inspire. 

Yet pleasure flies not irom the antique cell. 
Where dimly bums the taper's hermit flame ; 
For there the spirits of the mighty dwell, 
Dreams that to Scio's sightless poet came, 

Q 
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And music breathed by Mincio's reedy stream : 
When the slant casement woos the evening air. 
To waft its freshness on the fever'd frame, 
From the far ch^-pel swells the voice of prayer, 
And breezes, as they rise, the pealing anthem bear* 

And when the silver moon-beams softly smile, 
O'er arch and window rich with fretted stone^ 
And deeper shadows mark the chequer'd p|le^ 
By turret or illumin'd buttress thrown, — 
To tread the echoing cloister all alone, 
Through grated portal watch the waving trees. 
To listen to the river's feeble moaq, 
And muse o'er idle numbers, wild as theses 
Are pleasures that eii^ear the bower of learned ease. 



3«7 



SUNSET MEDITATION, 

UNDEB TSS ATPKEHBNSION OF 4JePE0ACHrN« ILIMDHSSS** 



IN tremulous visioiv falsely ne^ir, 
The forms of nature aa phaaAoms appear. 
With the wonted colours of earth and sky, 
When o'er them wanders my fixless eye. 
O, let not one image from memory &cfe^ 
That might dimly gleam the coiimg shade;: 
Be the parting aspect deq)]y imprest 
Like a mother's glance ere she sank tci r^ !: 

Shall I see those io^fiint leaves, which now 
So lightly feather each wavii^ bough,. 
That scarce the descending orb tl^ey veil, — 
'Shall I behold them wax ser^. 9»4 pale ? 
Or must I, when Autumn's r\«itUiig breess^. 
Strews the frost-ting'd foliage rowd the tp«^%, 
MoumfiiUy &acy tke oak's ruddy b^ovn. 
And the mountain-^h, drooping wanly doum? 



* Some of t|i6 progiio«tjc8 of thai species of blindnew OQ^^qd 
by a failure of the optic nerve are described in the commencing 
lines. X 
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And, when in this cottage-porch redin'd, 
Where the woodbine's tendrils sport in the wind, 
Still clinging with all their early love, 
To the arch o'er which they climb'd above, — 
Will the picture sav'd from oblivion's stream. 
Resemble the trace of a vivid dream. 
And the scenes I never again can view. 
Be imaged in fragments of heighten'd hue ? 

Shall I only then from its temper'd glow, 
The hour of the Western glories know ? 
While memory's pencil may fondly seek, 
To repaint each amber and crimson streak. 
And truly ccnnbine to the mental gaze. 
The changeM tints of the cloud-wrapt blaze : 
All, all that could wring from the scomer's breast, 
A prayer to Creation's God — confest ! 

Let gratitude's source unfailii^ be found, 
'Midst the desert of darkness spreading around ! 

« 

Tho' withdrawn, be the blessings ne'er forgot 
Which have shed their balm o'er my varied lot : 
Not even the floweret of briefest day, 
Which I've watch'd, dew-gemm'd in the morning ray. 
Till the beams that open'd each blooming leaf, 
Seem'd to cheer a bosom clouded with grief. - 
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But doubly endear'd and ne'er to decline, 
The power to console me, my friend, is thine ! 
If thoughts that dwell in the deep heart's core 
Must be exchanged by the eye no more ; 
If this were the last confiding token 
Of all that thy look of love hath spoken ; — 
By the^ tender touch and the quivering tone, 
I should know the heart to be still my own. 
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ON TIME. 

ADDRSSSBP TO A tsKDY ON BZR 84ra BiftTH"X>Ar. 



Time sooth, since Time has been, has stffl sustained 
The varied murmnrs of each wayward mood, 

Of tedious pace, of hasty flight arraign'd, 
His loss lamented and his influence woo'd. 

How is it, &vour'd Lady, that on thee 

This blighting power no rugged mark has shed ? 

But traces still, with fidrest courtesy, 

Hb gentle progress o'er thy silver'd head ? 

* 

No vain r^rets to thy remembrance cling. 
No ill-spent hours thy tranquil mind appal. 

Nor would'st thou wish to check his rapid wing, 
Or transient joys of scenes long past recal. 

Then tell the gay who bask in youthful prime. 
Time honours thee, for thou hast honoured Time. 
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LOVE. 



1 £S, Love has his changes, but be not too ready, 

To number his faults or dishonour his sway ; 
Abuse him you may, as the billow unsteady, 
But what are his changes ? say. Moralist, say. 

At first, I confess, full of whims and vagaries, 
All wing and all fire, a wild boy and no more ; 

But pass a few years — then observe how he varies ; 
His jfreaks disappear, and his follies are o'er. 

And who would now blame him ? so alter'd a creature ! 

More sweet is his smile, more contented his air ; 
More happy his mien, tho' more sober each feature. 

And look at his form ! see, no pinions are there. 

We journey thro' life, and the hill now ascending, 
New changes in life must too surely appear ; 

Inverted his torch, and on earth his eyes bending. 
He moves a lone mourner, and follows a bier. 

2 * 
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Then cold to the world, from its pleasures retiring, 
He comes like a pilgrim to memory's shrine; 

And whisp'ring new hopes, and, new visions inspiring. 
The child is now chang'd to a seraph divine. 
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A CHARACTER. 



Ask you, " What charms first chain'd my heart, 
" And held me from the world apart, 
^^ Made young ambition's turmoil cease, 
^^ And blest me in the haunts of peace ?" 

'Twas not th' unfolding of the rose, 
That in the cheeks' fresh vermeil glows ; 
Not health, whose fragrant lip exhales 
The breath it stole from morning gales ; 
Not the smooth front, as spotless fair. 
As chaste as Guido's angel air ; 
Nor the blue eye, that brighter far 
And steadier than Eve's herald star. 
That passes lonely o'er the deep 
When ocean rests in summer sleep : 
It was not these that chain'd my heart, 
And held me from the world apart : — 
'Twas the pure soul that glow'd, within, 
'Twas innocence that thought no sin, 
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'Twas &ncy, whose keen glance unsated 
Beamed on a world herself created, 
And like the sun that pours alone 
The beauteous light it looks upon, 
Embellish'd every form it viewed, 
And its own charm in all pursued. 

'Twas more than these : 'twas fearless youth. 
Whose guardian was celestial truth; 
'Twas instinct, that like lightning caught 
The slow result of patient thought; 
'Twas quick sensation, that convey'd 
The answer that the lip delay'd : 
'Twas the first thought that spoke the soul, 
Nor sought reflection's slow controul : 
'Twas force with gentleness combin'd. 
Mildness of heart with strength of mind. 
And virtue, to itself severe. 
That gave to woe -^ to sin — a tear. 
These were the charms that chained my heart, 
And held me from the world apart 

And yet I knew not at that hour. 
The influence of that gentle pow'r : 
I deem'd not that the future day 
Would still some latent grace display. 
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Some virtue more and more reveal 
That youth and beauty half conceal: 
That when affliction's keenest dart 
Pierc'd with domestic wound my heart, 
That gentle spirit would sustain 
My soul its firmness to regain, 
Teach me to bear the trkl grief, 
And in submission find relief 

Such were the charms that chain'd my heart, 
That held me firom the world apart^ 
And brighter now than in dieir bloom^ 
With Hesper light my Eve illume. 
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UENNUYEE. 



Oh ! is it dreaming folly 

That thus my mind deludes ? 
Or listless melancholy 

Unbidden that intrudes ? 
Why sinks this soul of pleasure 

That once could tower away> 
And revel without measure 

In realms of brightest day? 

'Tis gaiety, that wasted 

Leaves me and sickening flies ; 
^Tis pensiveness has hasted 

To bid my heart be wise; 
^Tis indcd^Mre imsteady 

That daims a right to grieve. 
Because no joy is ready 

Its languors to deceive. 

^Hs rain and sullen weather. 
That chill me and annoy; — 
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*Tis — oh, 'tis all together 
That thus my bliss destroy ! 

At noon the lark was singing; 
Yon lake with sunshine warm ; 

Look, how those clouds are bringing 
TTieir odious heaps of storm. 

Alas ! what vain delusion 

Can all these folUes name — 
Oh, rise my cheek's confiision ! 

Oh,«sink my heart with shame ! 
That heart each joy possessing, 

That toils itself to tease ; 
And turns jfrom every blessing, 

Fanta^c with its ease. 

Ye heirs of want and sorrow, 

0h, rise upon my view ! 
And let my fancy borrow 

Reproof and awe from you. 
Oh, let me wake and hasten 

To haunts of real pain, 
And into silence chasten 

The follies I disdain. 
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THE MERRY HEART. 

I WOULD not from the wise require 

The lumber of their learned lore; 
Nor would I from the rich desire 

A single oounter of their store. 
For I have ease and I have health, 

And I have spirits, light as air. 
And more than wisdom, more than weaUi, 

A merry heart> that laughs at cstre* 

f 
Like other mortals of my kind 

Tve stnig^ed for dame Fortime's &vQin^ 
And sometimes have been half incfin'd 

To rate her for her ill-befaavioor. 
But life was short — I though it foil; 

To lose its mosnente in de&pair; 
So sli|>p'd aside from melandboly^ 

With merry hearty that laughed at care. 

And oiice» ^tis true^ two 'witi^ing eyes 
Sorpria^d me in a Inddess season. 
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Tum'd aU my mirth to lonely sighs, 
And quite subdued my better reason. 

Yet 'twas but love could make me grieve, 
And love 's, you know, a reason fair, 

And much improved, as I believe, 

The merry heart, that laugh'd at care. 

So now, from idle wishes clear, 

I make the good I may not find ; 
Adown the stream I gently steer. 

And shift my sail with every wind. 
And half by nature, half by reason, 

Can still with pliant art prepare, 
The mind, attun'd to every season. 

The merry heart, that laughs at care. 

Yet, wrap me in your sweetest dream. 

Ye social feelmgs of the mind. 
Give, sometimes give, your sunny gleam. 

And let the rest good humour find. 
Yes, let me hail and welcome give 

To every joy my lot may share, 
And pleas'd and pleasing let me live 

With merry heart, that laughs at care. 
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Can'st thou die, as soldiers die, 

Oiye to love thy last sad sigh, 

' Then, 'mid dead and dying cast, 
Feel thy dreams of glory past. 
Yet contented breathe thy last? — 

*Twas thus thy father fell. — 

I could ne'er the story tell -^ 
But I see his image now, 
With the death'blood on his brow; -^ 
I surviv'd, I know not how. — 
• 

'Twas for thee that life was dear,— 

But my words thoii wilt not hear ; 
And the fire, ev'n whild I speak, 
Mantles higher on thy cheek. 
To reproach my fondness weak. -— 

Oh! on th' embattled field. 

May the God of Batdes shield 

Thee, the soldier's widow's son ! — 
— Return with laurels won — 
Or his righteous will be done.'*-* 



R 



242 



LINES 



WRITTEN ON THE FIELD OF QUATRE BRAS, 1 821. 



So bright the son pots forth his glorioos beams, 
So &ir the field boieath his lustre gleams. 
So soft the south wind wanders o'er the ccMrn, 
While on its wing a thousand scents are bonie^ 
So bright and fiur, so peaceful and serene^ 
So soft and calm^ and undistnrb'd the scene, 
It seems as if no storm had ever rosc^ 
Or e'er could rise^ to break its sweet repose. 

But on this \orAy spot when last I stood^ 
What was that field ? — a theatre of blood! 
The war-fiend here unfivl'd his balefid win^ 
Here mock'd at pain, and smil'd at suSsfHi^ : 
Tdling with joy as each new Tictim Ued, 
Gloated his eye on hecatombs of dead ; 
Steep'd his find pinions in a soi of gore^ 
And, drendi'd with slai^t^ still demand^ more. 
Yes, for the blue of yonder cloudless sky. 
Above us hung a sulphurous canopy; 
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For murhluring rill, and carol of the bird, 

Were 'Whizizmg shot aind roaring canhbn heard ; — » 

Bristled the bay'net, gleamed the deadly glaive, 

Where thickest now the golden harvests wave ; — 

Where tender harebells wave in azure bloom, 

' Floated the pennon with the warrior's pliime ; 

For rural echoes, or the wild bees* hiiih, " 

Bra/d the hoarse trumpet, rbll'd the hollow drum; 

And where yon meadow's turf most verdant is, 

• » • • • » » 
There fell the fiercest of ourenemies. • i , '. 

They fell indeed ! — but with them what a host, 
Of conqu'rors, comrades, brothers, friends, was lost ! 
What tears bedew'd the bodies of the brave. 
As sanguine hands consigned them to the grave; 
What sobs burst forth as voices join'd in ptayer. 
Which but an hour before had join'd the battle there ; 
What manly bosoms heav'd with sorrow's sigh, 
Which but an hour before throbbM high in victory] 
Alas ! among the most deplored of those. 
Who, wrapp'd in shrouds of glory, here repose, 
Here^ on this field, their valour nobly won. 
Lies low in earth the gallant Barrington I 



R 2 



244 

« 

Oh ! Ihat my fed>le hand oonld jnsdy tnce . 
His manly Yirtiies, and his yodthfiil grace; — 
Obil that my feeble pen ooold trace his eye, 
Where sat enshrin'dy the sonl of brayery ; 
Or shew his sword uplifted in the fight. 
Dashing through feremost ranks with meteor lighL- 
Enough — surrounded by aheap of slain. 
He sunk triumphant on the gory plain; 
Sudden the silver cord of life was riyen, 
And the fireed spirit qirang at once to Heaven ! 
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ON A SLEEPING BOY. 



Sleep — and wbile slumber weighs thine eyelids down, 

May no foul -phantoin o'er thy piUow frown ; 

But brightest visions deck thy tiBnquil bed. 

And angels wings o'ercanopy thy head. 

Sleep on, sweet boy ! may no dark dream arise 

To mar thy rosy rest — thou babe of Paradise I 

See where the glowing hands are closely prest, 
As when from pray'r he softly sunk to rest; 
Mark how with half-clos'd lips and cherub smile, 
He looks, as stOl he prayed, and slept the while; 
Yet, yet they seem as if they whiiqper'd praise 
For all the blessings of his halcyon days. 

Bid, Oh, Almighty Father, God and Friend ! 
Religion's glories on his steps attend ; 
To shine through all the dreary storms of life, 
A splendid beacon in this world of strife ; 
And when to Thee recall'd, he sinks in death, 
May pray'r and prabe still bless his parting breath ! 
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ON MEMORY. 



WRITTEN AT AIX-LArCHAPELLE. 



jNTo 1 this is not the land of Memory, 
It is not the home where she dwells, • . 

Though her wanderings wayward votary 
Is ever the thrall of her spelis ; 
Far off were the fetters woven which hind 

• ■ 

StiU closer and closer the exile's mind ! 

Yet this land was the boast of minstidsy. 

Of the song of the Troabadoor, 
Whoioe Qiarkmagiie led his ddvalry 
To die fields whidi were fijo^ of yore ; 
Still the eye of Fancy may see thorn i^bnce. 
Gilded banner, and qoivoong lance ! 

But MunoKy firom Fancy tons awajr, 

iSie has wealdi of h&r own to gmurd; 
And whisperii^ c(»k to her ear, whidk say 
Sweeter things than the soag of the bardi 
They are sofebm and low, and none can hear 
The whispers which come to Memory^s ear. 
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They tell of the dews which brightened the way 

By our earliest footsteps press'd, 
They tell of the visions, hopeful and gay. 

Which were bom, and which died in the breast; 
They recall the accents which sweetly spake 
To the soul, when the soul was first awake* 

In Memory's land springs never a flower. 

Nor the lowliest daisy blooms ; 
Ne'er a robin chirps fix>m its russet bower. 
But to call ftouk their silent tombs 
The .thoughts and things which Time's pitiless sway 
Has long since swept from the world away !• 

In M^nory's land waves never a lea^ 

There never a summer-breeze blows. 
But some long smothered thought of joy or grief 
Starts up from its solemn repose : 
And forms are living and visible there 
Which vanished long since fix>m our earthly sphere. 

I would not escape from Memory's land 

For all that the eye can view. 
For there's dearer dust in 'Memorjr's land 
Than the ore of rich Peru. 
I clasp the fetter by Memory twin'd 
The wanderer's heart and soul to bind. 
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LINES 

SU(K^£8TED BY A PORTRAIT OF THE UNFORTUNATE 
QUEEN OF FRANCE, TAKEN ON THE LAST EXAMINA- 
TION PRETIOUS TO EXECUTION. 



And this was she ! the peerless and the bright. 
The &Ise world's darlmg ! she who did possess, 

(And held awhile in Europe's dazzled sight,) 
Glorious in nugesty and loveliness^ 
The Heaven-lent poVr to ruin or to bless I 

Yes, — this was she ! — But mark ye, I beseech. 

Who love the world, — mark this mute wretchedness. 

And grave it on your hearts, for it doth reach 

To regions unexplor'd by eloquence of speech I 

Nature gave loveliness, and fiUe gave poVr, 
And miUions bvish'd incense.— Poets hung 

Their amaranth garlands o'er the royal bow'r ; 
For Gallia's lily eVry lyre was strung. 
Pride of* all eyes, and theme of ev'ry tongue : «— 
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Love, awe^ and wcmdei*, were her ministers ; 

Lifes and it§ hours, upon her fiat hung; 
She held in poise a nation's hopes and fears — 
Dominion, beauty, pomp, and the world's shout, were 
her's ! 

Gracious and mighty ! Yet there came an hour 

Of desolation; and away it swept. 
In one rude whklwind, empire, pomp, and pow'r I 

O'er the fidr brow the hoary winter crept 

Of sorrow, not of time. — Those eyes have wept 
Till grief had done with tears, and calm* and. cold. 

Tired with its own excess, in stupor slept. 
Or gazed in frozen wonder to behold 
The black and hideous page of destiny unroU'd. 

• 
Yet trace these fiuled lines ! For they impart 

A tale, pay do your careless bosoms good ! 
Muse o'er the fragments of a mighty heart. 

Broken by sorrow, — ye, whose jocund mood. 

Insatiate feeds on pleasure's tempting food; 
Look here ! — It will not harm ye, tho' your thought 

Leave its gay flight to melt in pity's flood ! 
To each light heart, home be the lesson brought. 
With what enduring bliss the worlcl's fair smile is fraught ! 
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And is this all? Nd; — ye may learn besid^ 

That aU which &te can threaten men/ be borne; 
To see life's blessings, one by one, subside, 

Its wild extremes from tenderness to scorn. 

But as the changes of an April mom ! 
For still she was a Queen ! — and majesty 

Survived, tho* she^ deserted and forlorn. 
Save Heav*n, had ne'er a friend to lift her eye; - 
But HeaVn retura'd the glance, and taught her how 
to die I 
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ORPHEUS TO EURYDICE. 



Sole .partner of my heart I remov'd from all. 
Here on the londy shore to thee I call; 
llie waves which raise their voices to the sky, 
Bear on the somid, and canhot-drown my cry ; 
The rocks still echo to thy well-known name, 
And Heaven and eaith shall listen to the same. 
My strains wake not with/mom, nor die with' day. 
But lonely night still hears the mounier play: 
And if my wearied hand forsake the strain, 
The breeze takes up the mournful lay again. 

Immortal as my soul, the song shall be^ 

ThoMasting only as my love for thee* '. 

How to my heart did all creation speak I 

But nbw my visions fiule, my dreams are weak — • 

My thought, my fimcjr, once so bright, are fled. 

And Heav'n's own beauties die now thou art dead< 

And when, o'ercome by ^solitude, I fly 
To crowds and strive to banish agony. 
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Their smiles send back my sorrow to my h^ut. 
And, doubly chiU'd, for loneliest haunts I part ; 
There, bending^ underneath my load, I groan. 
Stretched on the ground, unpitied and alone. 

*TwB3 yesternight that I laid down to weep. 
But conquered by my sorrow, sunk to sleep. 
When by my side thy form came hov'ring near. 
And utter'd accents which I rush'd to hear ; 
Curse on my joy ! — for waking reason gave 
Sorrow to me, and to thyself the grave. 
Frcrni that high rock where I with thee have stood. 
And with poetic rapture marked the flood. 
Watching the waves as they leaped up the shore^ 

r 

Retreating only to advance the more. 
And whisper'd each emotion in that ear. 
Patient alike my joys and grie& to hear, 
I thought that I perceiv'd upon the wave 
Thy form, which then a cry for succour gave ; 
Downwards I dash'd vipon the sea to dasp 
Eurydice, but ocean mock'd my grasp. 
And spum'd me^ senseless, to the rocky shore. 
Not kind enough to bid me live no more. 

How gladly would I turn Ixion's wheel. 
And court the thirst that Tantalus must feel, 
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Could I but know thee near; — it cannot be — 
I must gain Paradise to gain Eurydice. 
O that the Gods would yield a milder doom 
To those who give themselves an early tomb 1 
Orpheus must yet live on, if life it is. 
When death is thine,' remembrance only his. 
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LINES 



WRITTEN IN THE AUTUMN OF 1818. 



Summer still lingers, though its glories &de, 
Still soft and fragrant are the gales that blow ; 

The yellow foliage now adorns the glade. 
And paler skies succeed the summer's glow. 

The drooping flowers fiide, and all around 
Their scatter'd blossoms wither and decay; 

But still bright verdure decorates the ground, 
And the sun sheds a soft and silver ray. 

So gently pass we on to wintry days, 

Through all the changes that the scene deform ; 
And still, O still the Being let us praise 

Who sent the sunshine, and who sends the storm ! 

And so, when dreams of happiness are fled, 
Vanish'd like*summer suns and nature's bloom, 

O'er the sad heart some ling'ring joys are shed, 
To cheer the way that leads us to the tomb. 
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THE SHIPS RETURN. 



Thou oom'st, fair bark, in gallant pride 
Thy swan-white sails exulting spread ; 

Nor I the graceful triumph chide, 
For silent are the tears I shed. 

Eire while, when thou wert distant far, 
Wand'ring on ocean's pathless waste, 

I hail'd thee as my pilot star. 

By thee my devious course was traced. 

To thee, as to a hallpw'd shrine^ 

My sighs, my ptay'rs were all address'd ; 
Thy pride, thy hcmour seem^ but mine, 

And in thy safety was my rest 

But now, though trophies deck thy brow, 
A mournful wreck fdone I see; 

For he who warm'd each ardent vow, 
No more a welcome asks of me. 
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He should have liv'd ! — for fortune ow'd 
The kmd redress, withheld too long^ 

m 

Whilst he life's dark and dreary road 
Had stQl b^uil'd with hope's sweet song. 

He should have liv'd ! -^in suffering school'd. 
But ne'er with fiincied wrongs oppress'd; 

For nature still o'er sorrow rul'd^ 
And peace his guileless soul possess'd. 

Unskill'd in caution's rigid lore^ 
He soom'd suspicion's gloomy sway; 

Deceiv'd, he trusted as before 

And dreams illum'd each passing day. 

And still in Albion's hi^py isle^ 
His little fiury hom6 was pWd ; 

Domestic lovc^ — a£fecti<Hi's smile^ 

Were aU the joys he si^'d to taste* , 

llow blest} to strive with toil no more, 

To live for social care^ alone^ 
To soothe the ilb that others bore^ 

As none had ev^ sooth'd his own I 
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How fidr the scene by fancy cast. 
Rich with afiection's balmy breath. 

Ah dream ! the loveliest, as the last. 
That gilded the dark hour of death. 

Even on his wandering soul it smiled. 
When flitting shades around him press'd, 

A tnmsient gleam of joy beguiled 

His pangs — one moment he was bless'd. 

He saw die partner of his days, 

Hail'd each loved fiiend with antient claim. 
And with a tender lingering gaze. 

Responded to the &ther's name. 

And then he would a blessing breathe, 
A pledge of Christian faith impart. 

And with a dower of love bequeath. 
The latest counsel^ of his heart 

But then he saw the phantoms &de. 
He gaz'd on strangers, rude and cold,* 

His last fond look was hope betray'd. 
His parting sigh, a' wish untold. — 
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ADDITIONAL LINES TO RETALIATION. 



Hers Johnson reclines, in this graye, den, or pit. 
The bugbear of folly, — the tyrant of wit* 
As an ox over-driyen, attacks in the streets^ ttf 
And goars without xxxexcj eadi .creature he meets, 
So this bdlowing critic toss'd erery day 
All his firiends who had something or nothing to say. 
Then he pitch'd and he roll'd with a turbulent motion, 
Like a first-rate, just after a storm on the ocean. 
And if prudently silent, his censures to balk. 
He exclaim'd in a fiiry, — •* Sir, why don't you talk ?' 
If you said black was black, his answer was, ^^ No^ sir,' 
And thundering arguments foHoVd the blow, sir ; 
For tho' lies he disclaimed from the days of his youth. 
Still the Doctor loved victory better than truth* 
But peace to his shade ! if his powerful mind 
Would sometimes break loose in expressions unkind. 
At others, in streams, deq), majestic^ and strongs 
Full tides of morality flowd from his tongue; 
Religion in him found a zealous defender. 
And he never attempted to garble or mend her ; 
In his presence profimeness presum'd not to dwell. 
And sedition and treason shrunk back to their cell. 
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ADDRESS TO A STEAM-VESSEL. 

WRITTEN FOR THIS COLLECTION. 



Freighted widi. passengers of every sort, 
A modey throng, thou leav'st the busy port 
Thy long and ample deck, where scattered lie, 
Baskets, and cloaks, and shawls of scarlet dye ; 
Where dogs and children through the crowd are straying, 
And, on his bench apart, the fiddler playing. 
While matron dames to tressel'd seats repair, — 
Seems, on the gleamy waves, a floating fair. 

Its dark form on the sky's pale azure cast. 
Towers from this clustering group thy pillared mast. 
The dense smoke issuing from its narrow vent 
Is to the air in curly volumes sent. 
Which, coiling and unc(nling oa the wind. 
Trails like a writhing serpent far behind. 
Beneath, as each iperg^d wheel its motion plies. 
On either side the white-chum'd waters rise. 
And, newly parted fi*om the noisy firay^ 
Track with light ridgy foam thy recent way. 
Then fiir diverged, in many a welted line 
Of lustre, on the distant surface shine. 

8 2 
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Thoa bold'st thy course in indqieiident pride; 
No leare Bsi^st thoa of either wind or tide. 
To whate'er point the breezy inconstant, veer. 
Still doth thy careless helmsman onward steer; 
As if the stroke of some magician's wand 
Had lent thee power the ocean to command. 
What is this power which thus within thee lurks. 
And, all unseen, like a mask'd giant works? 
Ev'n that which gentle dames, at morning's tea. 
From silver urn ascending, daily see 
With tressy wreathings playing in the air. 
Lake the loos'd ringlets of a lady's hair ; 
Or rising fix>m the enamell'd cup beneath. 
With the soft fragrance of an in&nt's breath : 
That which within the peasant's humble cot 
G>mes from th' uncover'd mouth of sav'ry pot. 
As his kind mate prepares his noonday fare. 
Which cur, and cat, and rosy urchins share : 
That which, all silver'd with the moon's pale beam, 
Precedes the mighty Geyser's up-cast stream, 
What time, with bellowing din exploded forth. 
It decks the midnight of the froz^i north. 
Whilst travellers from their skin-spread couches rise 
To gaze upon the sight with wond'ring eyes. 

Thou hast to those " in populous city pent" 
Glimpses of wild and beauteous, nature lent; 
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A bright remembrance ne'er to be destroyed. 
Which proves to them a treasm'e, long enjoyed. 
And for this scope to beings erst confin'd, 
I &in would hail thee with a grateful mind, 
lliey who had nought of verdant ifreshness seen 
But suburb orchards choked with colworts green. 
Now, seated at their ease may glide along^ 
Lochlomond's fiiir and fairy isles among ; 
Where bushy promontories fondly peep. 
At their own beauty in the nether deep. 
O'er drooping birch and berried row'n that lave 
Their vagrant branches in the glassy wave : 
They, who on higher objects scarce have counted 
Than church's spire with gilded vane surmoufited,, 
May view, within their near, distinctive ken,. 
The rocky summits of the lofty Ben ;^ 
Or see his purpled shoulders darkly lower 
Through the dim drapery of a summer shower. 
Where, spread in broad and &ir expanse, the Clyde 
Mingles his waters with the briny tide^ 
Along the lesser Cumra's rocky shore. 
With moss and crusted lichens flecker'd o'er, 
Ev'n he, who hath but warr'd with thieving cat. 
Or fix>m his cupboard chaced a hungry rat. 
The city cobbler, — scares the wild sea-mew 
In its mid-flight with loud and shrill halloo ; 

s 3 
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Or valiandy witb fiNyrfiil tlireeifniiig sliakes 

His lank and greasy head at Kitl7wake8.(;5) 

The eyes that have no fiurer- outline seen 

Than chimney'd walls with slated roofi between. 

Which hard and harshly edge the smokey sky. 

May Aran's soMy-vision'd peaks descry. 

Coping with graceful state her steepy sides. 

O'er which the cloud's broadshadow swiftly glides. 

And interlacing skqpes that gently merge 

Into the pearly mist of ocean's verge. 

Eyes which admir'd that work of sordid skill. 

The storied structure of a cotton-mill, 

May, wond'ring, now behold the unnumber'd host 

Of marshall'd pillars on fidr Ireland's coast, 

Phalanx on phalanx rang'd with sidelong bend, ^ 

Or broken ranks that to the main descend. 

Like Pharaoh's army, on the R^-sea i^MMre, 

Which de^ and deeper went to rise no more* 

Yet, ne'ertheless, whate'er we owe to thee, 
Roven at will on riv^, lake, and sea. 
As profit's bait or pleasure's lure engage. 
Thou ofispiing of that philosc^hic sage^ 



(z) The common or vidgar name of a water-bird frequenting tbat 
coast. 
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Watty' who in heraldry of science ranks 

With those to whom men owe high meed of thanks, 

And shall not be forgotten, ev'n when Fame 

Graves on her annals Davy*s splendid name ! -— 

Dearer to ftncy, to the eye more fiur 

Are the light ski£&, that to the breezy air. 

Unfurl their swelling sails of snowy hue 

Upon the moving lap of ocean blue : 

As the proud swan on summer lake displays, 

With plumage bright'ning in the morning rays. 

Her fair pavilion of erected wings, — 

They change, and veer, and turn like living tlmigs. 

So fairly rigg'd, with shrouding, sails and mast, 
To brave with manly skill the winter blast 
Of every dime, — in vessels rigg'd like these 
Did great Columbus cross the western seas. 
And to the stinted thoughts of man reveal'd 
What yet the course of ages had oonceal'd. 
In such as these, on high adventure bent. 
Round the vast world Magellan's comrades went. 
To such as these are hardy seamen found 
As with the ties of kindred feeling bound. 
Boasting, as cans of chearing grog they sip. 
The varied fortunes of *< our gallant ship/' 
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The oflbpring these of bold sagacious man 
Ere yet the reign of letter'd lore began. 

In very truth, oompar'd to these thou art 
A daily laborer, a mechanic swart, 
In working weeds array'd of homely grey. 
Opposed to gentle njrmph or lady gay, 
To whose firee robes the graceful right is given 
To play and dally with the winds of heaven. 
Beholding thee, the great of other days 
And modem men with all their altered ways^ 
Across my mind with hasty transit gleam. 
Like fleeting shadows of a fev'rish dream : 
Fitful I gaze with adverse humours teased. 
Half sad, half proud, half angry, and half pleased. 
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DEVON'S POLY-OLBION. 

THE FIRST SONG. (A FRAGMENT.) 



First of Devon's thousand streams — 
(Beside whose banks no poet dreams, • 

Since to her praise old Drayton fram'd 
His pastoral reed, yet scarcely named — • ) 
— Silver Axe — who, though her course 
She fetches from a distant source. 
And Dorset's Downs, as on she glides. 
From fruitful Somerset divides. 
Yet justly I Devonian name her. 
And for that nobler province claim her 
(No less than Exe, or western Tamar,) 
Amongst whose njrmphs she's always number'd. 
And christens searport, burgh, and hundred. 

From London cares and. London follies. 
To Devon's verdant oaks and hollies 



As, year by year, the dognstar leads me. 

And with sweet thoughts of childhood fieeds me 

(Those best and purest thoughts that ever, 

Through life's long intermittent fever, 

Like health-restoring cordials enter, 

And in the inmost bosom center — ) 

' — Thee first, sweet nymph, my eyes salute — 

Thee last, when autumn's, faded firuit. 

Falling in lap of sad November, 

Bids me the waning months remember. 

And leave the country's tranquil joys 

For city crowds and wrangling noise. 

Hail, modest streamlet I — cm whose hank 
No willows grow, nor osiers dank. 
Whose waters form no stagnant pool, 
But ever sparkling, pure, and cool. 
Their snaky channel keep, between 
Soft swelling hilk of tender green. 
That freshens still as ihey descend 
In gcadbial skqpe of ^racefiil.bend. 
And in the livdng .emerald end. — 
— On whose soft turf supinely laid 
Beneath the. spreading beechen shod^ 
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I trace, in Fancy's waking dream. 
The current of tfaine in&nt stream* 
Then crowd upon my mental gaze, (a) 
Dim visions of the elder days ; 
Shrouded in black Cistercian cowl, 
They pass like spectres o'er my soul. 
On each pale cheek and furrow'd brow, 
Impress'd the wretched exile's woe. 






* But pious Adeliza, there. 
Fair Devon's Countess — rich as fair. 
And, more than fair or rich, devout. 
Beheld them on their homeward rout. 
With liberal hand reliev'd their woes— 
And Ford's mf^estic abbey rose. 

(a) The foundation of Ford Abbey by the Countess Adeliza, 
(niece of the Conqueror) took place a. d. 1138; and the occasion 
is thus related : Richard de Brioniis, Baron of Oakhampton, (the 
Countess's brother) having, a few years - previously, founded a 
Monastery of the Cistercian Order, at Brightly, near Oakhampton, 
filled it with a deputation of monks from Waverley Abbey, in Surry, 
who, after a short rendence, finding the place uninhabitable, firom 
the wretched state of the country in its neighbourhood, and their 
first patron b^ng dead, set off on their return to Waverley; but 
being met by the Countess on their passage through the parish of 
Thomcombe (where «he then happen^ to be) she, out of compas- 
sion and piety, persuaded them there to remain, and assign^ them 
her manor of Thomcombe for their support, and her own mansion- 
house at Ford for their residence. 
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Age after age since then has roli'd. 
O'er generations dead and cold, 
From sire to son twice ten times told, — 
Yet flows, and will flow on for ever. 
The current of that peaceful river, 
While priest and monk have pass'd away. 
And sable cowl, and amice grey, — 
And 'broider'd cope with jewels' shine, 
High rood, and consecrated shrine. 
In dust the holy relics lie — 
The hands that rifled them hard by — 
The mitred abbot dispossest. 
The leveller with his ribald jest. 
The wily lawyer, by whose craft. 
Was tempered the destructive shaft. 
That kept its destin'd aim concealed. 
Behind Religion's frowning shield, ' 
The work of Reformation ended. 
And in one common ruin blended, 
All holy and all hallow'd things. 
Altars and thrones, and priests and kings. 

The solemn pageant pass'd away, 
Where next, sweet river, wilt thou stray ? 
To Wycroft's bridge, and mouldering wall, 
Which fiundy marks the embattled hall. 
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By lordly Cobham once possest, 

And trod by high and princely guest (b) 

— In Thomcombe'3 aisle you still may trace, 

The features of a gentle face, 

Of knight's degree, and Cobham's race — 

Glorious in brass — and at his side, 

The image of his lady-bride, 

And character'd in letters fair, 

"CgOtna^ BrOOfe, )bnp0gte, engraven there. 
— No more remains — the when, the where. 
The how, he liv'd, and fought, and died. 
Or who the lady at his side. 
The brass has long forgot to tell— 
Nor can the keen explorer spell, 
(With all his pains,) one smallest trace 
Of the short, pious prayer for grace. 
That ends the monumental scroll— 
" The Lord have mercy on his soul." 
Yet to the heart it teaches more. 
Than tomes of theologic lore ; 



(6) In 1426, a licence was granted to Humphrey Duke of 
Gloucester and others, to castellate the mansion of Wycroft, (then 
belonging to the Brook family, afterwards Lords Cobham,) and 
enclose a park of 800 acres. 
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A proverb, or grave homiljr. 

Of most seDlentioiis brevity. 

On mental durability. 

-*Sach wisdom is in crombled bones ! 

Such are the seimons preach'd by stones ! 

Let but a few short lustres pass— 

The tablet of recording brass 

(Rais'd for eternityO may shew 

No more than he who sleeps below, — 

Nay — ev*n his feeble fleshly form, 

'Spite of corruption and the worm, 

Outlasts, within its bed of earth. 

The pompous verse that boasts its wocth. 

So hard the pious task, to save 
One plank from Time's o'erwhelming wave-*- 
But would we trace his earlier stream, 
" 'Tis all a cloud — 'tis all a dream". 
— The Druid walk'd yon stone^girt round,-— 
The Roman rear'd yon grassy mound,— 
This for defence — (a chosen site) — 
That for observance, day or night. 
Of hallow'd, or unhallow'd rite. 
Clear as the sun — nay, all agree,. 
— Ev'n so, sage dreamer, let it be- 
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Why then, wear life's brief candle out. 
In proving that which n<Mie can doubt? 
. — Why with such shrewd suspicion eye 
Yon grey-beard swain who passes by, 
As if a word his tongue might say, 
Would puff your theory away ? 
— Well may you dread that rustic smile — 
" He minds the bigging*' of the pile, (c) 

Yet may we trust without a crime. 
The legends of the olden time. 
And still pursue, by croft and mill. 
Deep vale and gently-sloping hill, 
(Sweet Axe !) the mazes of thy riil, 
To plains which (long ^e Ford was known, 
Or Newenham's sister abbey shone, (d) 
Transcendant from the Holy Rood,) 
Blush'd, crimson-deep, with Danish blood. {^) 
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(c) See ** The Antiquary.' 

(d) Newenham Abbey, near Axminster, was founded in the reign 
of Henry IIL, for monks of the Cistercian Order, by Reginald de 
MohuR and his brother. 

(e) The battle here alluded to was fought near Axminster, in the 
year 937, between Athelstan (accompanied by his brother Edward) 
and the Danes, aided (it is said) by the Kings of Ireland and Scot- 
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— Lo ! from the bosom of tbe deep, 
The sea-king^s gwift ascending sweep, — 
From Seaton's clifis they wind their way, 
(Old Moridmium's doubted bay,) {/) 
The boding raven in their van. 
To meet renowned Athelstan. 
— Nor Erin's lonely harp, that day. 
Nor Scotia's royal lion, may 
Be absent from the bloody fray. 
Dream they of conquest dr of spoil, 
(Fit guerdon of the warrior's toil) ? 
Do they for fame or plunder bum ? 
— Ah ! destin'd never to return ! 
For noble Athelstan is there. 
And Edward, with the yeUow hair. 
The dangers of the field to share — 
And with their standard follow free. 
The flower of England's chivalry. 
— 'Tis done — and on the battle plain. 
Five kings, and eight stout earls lie slain, - 



land. The slaughter is described as prodigious, — five kings and 
eight earls being said to have fallen on the side of the invadersy and 
to have been buried in the cemetery at Axminster. 

(/) The site of Moridunum has long been a subject of diq)ute 
among the antiquaries, though most concur in fixing it at or near 
Seaton. 
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Nor stone is rais'd, nor mound, to tell 
They bravely fought, or nobly fell. 
But these who for their country bled, 
For them their country's tears are shed. 
Shrin'd in their parent soil they sleep '' — 
There holy priests their vigils keep — 
And altars bum, and pray'rs arise 
In swelling anthems to the skies ' 
From fiill-ton'd choirs, for their repose. 
-» Such honours grateful England owies ; 
And such be ever duly paid 
To her lov'd patriot's peacefid shade.* 

Leave we the clouds of ancient story. 
For scenes of later-parted glory. 

When scarce a river flows unsung, 
Or murm'ring brook but hath its tongue 
To praise whatever of great or good, 
Beside its sacred banks hath stood. 
Shall Marlborough's native current keep f 
Its channel to the ocean-deqp, 

* In gratitude for this victory, Athelstan gave the church of 
Axminster to seven priests, who were to pray for the souls of as 
many knights or earls (followers of the English King) who perished 
in the conflict. 

f Ash, in the parish of Marburg, now a farm-house, was, for 
many generations, the chief seat of the family of Drake, whose arms 
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Unhonour^d by one tuneful voice 

That may his mighty ghost rejoice ? 

»— No — through the dazzling radiance shed 

By conquest round his laurell'd head, 

Let him in dim perspective see 

The tender scenes of in^mcy 

Reflected by the Muse's art -~ 

Then feel the welcome tear-drop start. 

Richer than all the jewels set 

In his bright princely coronet. 

— Dismantled now the courts and void, 

The goodly &bric half destroyed, 

And at the hospitable hearth. 

Once echoing to the festive mirth 

Of knights and squires assembled round 

The board their morning's sport had crown'd. 

Unmindful of the waste of years. 

The good-wife plies her household cares. 

Or marks the embers as they bum. 

To greet the farmer's late return. 

Yet still you may distinguish, o'er 
Yon desecrated chapel's door. 



(argent, a wyvern (or winged dragon) with wings displayed, gules,) 
are still visible over the door of the chapel. John Churchill, the 
great Duke of Marlborough, was bom here in 1650, his mother 
being then on a visit to her father. Sir John Drake, the proprietor 
of the mansion. 
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Couchant, the coil'd and winged snake 
That figures forth the name of Drake — 
— With daring crest and scaly hide — 
Such as Sir Bernard's ill-starr'd pride * 
(In pomp of heraldry) denied 
To a &r greater Drake, whose &me 
Out-shone the herald's loftiest claim — 
Not as the Maiden Queen, in scorn 
Of ancestry, would have.it borne 
By her great captain — wise as brave — 
(When for his proud device she gave 
The ship that bore him o'er the wave) 
—On 'scutch^R downward hung, and fast 
Suspended to the boastful mast. 



* ** There fell out' a contest between Sir Bernard and the 

immortal Sir Frands Drake, chiefly occasioned by Sir Francis his 
assuming Sir Bernard's coat of arms, not being able to make out 
his descent from the family; (a matter, in those days, when the 
court of honour was in more honour, not so eadly digested). The 
feud hereupon increased to that degree, that Sir Bernard, being 
a person of high spirit, gave Sir Francis a box on the ear, and that 
within the verge of the court. For which oflence he incurred her 
Majesty's displeasure, and, most probably, it proved the occasion of 
the Queen bestowing upon Sir Francis Drake a new coat of ever- 
lasting honour to himself and his posterity ; — and, what is more, 
for his crest, a ship on a globe under ruff^ held by a cabie-ropey with 
a hand out of the doudt; in the rigging whereof is hung up by the 
heelt A wiYRKS gules (Sir Bernard's arms)." ^--Prince's Worthies 
of Devon, Art. Drake,'(Sir Bern.)- 

T 2 
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Now to old ocean's hollow cave 
Axe pours a broader, deeper wave, 
Swoln by a thousand nameless rills. 
Fast trickling from the western hills, 
That with their woody summits crown 
Old Colyton's baronial town, 
And Colcombe's walls (with ivy dark) 
And Shute's grey towers and mossy park * 
— No longer now defiance breathing, 
As when stout Devon's Earl, unsheathing 
The sword in sainted Henry's right. 
Challenged fierce Bonville to the %ht, 
( — Plahtagenet's devoted knight). 
— This is no dream ! I see them yet, 
As when on Clyst's brown heath they met, 
(Radiant in arms,) — and with them, set 
In meet array on either side, 
(As sway'd by favour, or allied 



* Colcombe Castle, and Shute House and Park^both now belong- 
ing to Sir William Pole, whose ancestor (the celebrated antiquary) 
acquired them by purchase in the reign of Elizabeth, were (at the 
commencement of the war of the two Roses) the principal seats, 
the one of Thomas Courtenay, Earl of Devonshire, (a zealous Lan- 
castrian)— the other of William Lord Bonville (an equally strenuous 
adherent of Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York). The ensuing 
lines relate to a conflict stated to have taken place on Clyst Heath, 
in the year 1455, between these two noblemen and thdr numerous 
retainers, in which Lord Bonville proved victorious, the gates of 
Exeter being in consequence opened to him and his party. 
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In kindred ties of blood and name^) 
All Devon's worthies crowding earned 
Eager to try the desp'rate game. 
Alike regardless of the cause, 
Each for his feudal chieftain draws * - 
The ready glaive, content to share 
With him the toils and meed of war. 
And leave the schoolmen to debate 
Those knottier subtleties of state, 
Whether the Red Rose or the White, 
The King in fact, or King by right,* 
Hdlds Heaven's commission in the fight. 

Ere half the promis'd song is sung, 
My voice is check'd, my harp unstrung — 
The knightly vision melts away 
Of glittering arms and banners gay — 
Imagination quits her throne — 
The winged fimcies all have flown. 
And leave the field to noise; and strife. 
The dull realities of life. 



* The distinction between the king ** de facto** and " de juft!* 
first known in law at this period, and the scholastic as well as 
political disputes to which it gave occasion, are well known to 
historical readers. 
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Farewell, my muse I Another day 
We may renew our pleasant play — 
But now — although it grieve my heart — 
'Us time that thou and I should part. 
Farewell, my muse ! Another year 
Will soon speed on in swift career — 
Dark winter's fogs wiU soon take wing. 
And fly before the laughing spring — * 
Soon bright-ey'd summer pass — and soon 
Brown autumn, with his harvest moon 
Return — and we will loiter then 
'Mongst Devon's river-nymphs again. 

And is it thus our idle rhyme 
Would urge the flying wheels of time ? 
And dare we thus (infirm of will) 
In blind anticipation still 
Of some imagin'd hour unknown. 
Lose that which only is our own ? 
— Farewell, my muse ! Another day 
Will bring such leisure as it may — 
— That's not for me or you to say. 
All is, though we're no long^ young, 
As when we first together sung— 
Though tune has check'd your wanton flow. 
And plac'd some wrinkles on my brow — 
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We are not yet too old to sport 
Where Mirth and Fancy keep their court. 
And so my &rewell I repeat, 
Not as if doom'd no more to meet, 
Yet dwelling on the unwelcome word. 
Like some fond lover, who has heard 
The well-known signal to be gone — 
And still looks back, and lingers on. 
Afraid to strike the note of sorrow, 
Though hoping to return to-morrow. 
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THE CATARACT OF LODOUE, 

DESCRIBED IN RHYMES FOR THE NURSERY, BY ONE OF 

THE LAKE POETO. 



How does the water come down at Lodore? 

Here it comes sparkling. 

And there it lies darkling ; 

Here smoking and frothing. 

Its tmnult and wrath in. 
It hastens along, conflicting strong; 

Now striking and raging, 

As if a war waging. 
Its caverns and rocks among. 

Rising and leaping, 
Sinking and creeping. 
Swelling and flinging, 
Showermg and springing, 
Eddying and whisking, 
Spouting and frisking, 
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. Turning and twisting 

Around and around. 
Collecting, disjecting 

With endless rebound; 
Smiting and fightings 
A sight to delight in, 
Confounding, astounding, 
Dizz}dng and deafening the ear with its sound. 

Receding and speeding, 
And shocking and rocking. 
And darting and parting. 
And threading and spreading. 
And whizzing and hissing. 
And dropping and skipping. 
And whitening and brightening 
And quivering and shivering, 
And hitting and spUtting, 
And shining and twining, 
And rattling and battling 
And shaking and quaking, 
And pouring and roaring, 
And waving and raving. 
And tossing and crossing 
And flowing and gro^fr 
And running and stunning 



And hurrying and skurrying, 
And glittering and frittering. 
And gathering and feathering. 
And dinning and spinning, 
' And foaming and roaming. 
And dropping and hopping, 
And working and jerking. 
And guggling and struggling. 
And heaving and cleaving, 
And thundering and floundering, 
And falling and brawling and sprawling. 
And driving and riving and striving. 
And sprinkling and twinkling and wrinkling, 
And sounding^and bounding and rounding, 
And bubbling and troubling and doubling, 
Dividing and gliding and sliding 
And grumbling and rumbling and tumbling. 
And clattering and battering and shatterinj^ 
And gleaming and streaming and steaming and beaming. 
And rushing and flushing and brushing and gushing, 
And flapping and n^ping and dipping and slapping. 
And curling and whirling and purling and twirling^ 
Retreating and beating and meeting and sheeting. 
Delaying and straying and playing and spraying 
Advancing and prancing and glancing and dancing. 
Recoiling, tunnelling and toiling and boiling. 
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And thumping and flumping and bumping and jumping, 
And dashing and flashing and splashing and clashing, 
And so never ending, but always descending, 
Sounds and motions for ever and ever are blending. 
All at once and all o'er, with a mighty uproar. 
And this way the water comes down at Lodore. 
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A SKETCH, 



IiiGHT was her ^tep, no sound her movements made; 
With bending head, her breath she scarcely drew 
Before that couch on which her babe was laid 
Slumb'iin^ — a rose-bud, gemm'd with morning dew. 
The type of his rare beauty, — one soft cheek 
Towards her tnm'd with an unconscious smile. 
One little arm, stretch'd forth as to bespeak 
A mother^s fond caress. — She gaz'd awhile. 
SOent the lips, but from their fringed lids 
Those Uue eyes shoot a ^ance of tenderness. 
Most eloquent. — T1k>' love to speak forbids^ 
With her dasp'd hands she knelt the babe to bless. 
No change could steal from that fiur form its grace; 
Her robe descended in harmonious flow. 
And Heaven was in her looks; her youthfid fiice 
Sufiiised with piety's seraphic ^ow. 

But more alarm'd she moved, — for by her si 
He stood, the fother of that cherish'd child. 
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And half her lovely features feign'd to chide; 
But, soon relenting, she more sweetly smil'd, 
Beseeching silence. He, meanwhile, subdu'd, 
Drc^t lowly by her on one bended knee, 
Scarce conscious whilst he worshipp'd, that he woo'd 
The heavenly glance of love and piety, 
Reflecting but the pure unsullied breast. 
Where the immortal spuit shone confessed. 
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CAMERONIAX DREAIL 



In a dreHn of die ni^tt I was va&ed .-^j. 
To the laooriaDd of stiat wkae die aut^Jts L 

Jjx^jtwiM^d OB dbe sisone whsre die hwtfftiT grows 



Twas a vireBDi oi dtuee ages of ifiukf i «iii> and bkMaL 
IVIm die mmistef's hoiiK WK tfae nui^^ 



AH tnoQchr and toni *inaii|^ tfae hHWhwr wat -yn>S^ 



It wae^ monung^ and au— naiV 
Lay in loving r«p«isii on. die gr^een miamitts^iis^ biuau 
Oil Wcwdlaw^ and Caii»4ahk^ die cior ^tTtttigr vieiK^ 
Gll2»ien*d iiasea '^»bb^ die Iaiatb4ieils> ;ind moiHlaHii 

And rar up in Hflvrea in die whice sunny cknai^ 
The sofi^ oi die lack wa& iBeit0dioii& ami .otul^ 
Apt! in Glenmuirs wiLd ^uiiKudes^ len^i^tiiea d and de^i^ 
Wafr die wntstiifig vu ptoversy jol jieamig: ot 4iee|x. 
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And Wellwood's sweet valley breath'd music and 

gladness, 
The fresh meadow blooms hmig in beauty and redness; 
Its daughters were happy to hail the returning, 
And drink the delights of green July's bright morning. 

But, ah ! there were hearts cherish'd far other feelings, 
Illumin'd by the light of prophetic revealings. 
Who drank from this scenery of beauty but sorrow. 
For they knew that their blood Would bedew it to- 
morrow. 

'Twas the few. faithfril ones who, with Cameron, were 

lying 
Concealed 'mong the mist, where the heath-fowl was 

crying; 
For the horsemen of Earl's-hall around them were 

hoVring, 
And their bridle-reins rung through the thin misty 

covering. 

Their faces grew pale, and their swords were unsheath'd. 
But the vengeance that darken'd their brow was un- 

breath'd ; 
With eyes rais'd to Heaven in meek resignation. 
They sung their last song to the God of salvation. 
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The hills with the deep moamfid musk were ringings 
The curlew and plover in concert were singing; 
But the melody died midst deiisian and laughter. 
As the hosts of ungodly rush'd on to the slau^ter. 

Thou^ in mist and in darkness and fire they were 

shrouded. 
Yet the souls of the righteous stood calm andundooded; 
Their dari^ eyes flash'd lightning as prood and un- 

boadin^ 
Thqr stood like the rock which the thunder is rending. 

The muskets were flashing the Uue swoids were 

gleaming 
The hdmets were deft, and the red blood was streamiog; 



The heayens grew dark, and the thunder was rolling 
When, in Wdlwood's dark moorlands, the wifjbfij were 
fidling. 

When die righteous had Ulen, and die xooibat had 



I ^ • - 



A diariol of fire throi^ the dark dmid di 

Tlie drifers were aiifgds on horses of whiteness. 

And its buomi^gwheds turned upon axles of hr^hUie ss. 
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A seraph unfolded its doors bright and shining, 
All dazzling like gold of the seventh refining, 
And the souls that came forth out of great tribulation, 
HsLve mounted the chariot and steeds of salvation. 

On the arch of the rainbow the chariot is gliding, 
Through the paths of th^ thunder the horsemen are 

riding. — 
Glide swiftly, bright spirits, the prize is before ye^ 
A crown never-&ding, a kingdom of glory ! 



u 
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A NOVEMBER NIGHPS TRAVELLER. 



WRITTEN FOR THIS COLLECTION. 



He, who with journey well b^[un, 
Beneath the beam of morning's smi, 
Stretchmg his view o'er hill and dale. 
And distant city, (thro' its veil 
Of smoke, dark spires and chimnies shewing,) 
O'er harvest-lands with plenty flowing, 
What time the rous'd and busy, meeting 
On King's highway, exchange their greeting,-^ 
Feels his cheer'd heart with pleasiure beat, 
As on his way he holds. And great 
Delight hath he, who travels late. 
What time the moon doth hold her state 
In the clear sky, while down and dale 
Repose in light so pure and pale ! — 
While lake and pool and stream are seen 
Weaving their maze of silvery sheen, — 
While cot and mansion, rock and glade. 
And tower and street, in light and shade 
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Strongly contrasted, are, I trow ! 
Grander than aught of noon-day show, 
Soothing the pensive mind. 

And yet. 
When moon is dark, and sun is set. 
Not reft of pleasure is the wight, 
Who, in snug chaise, at dose of night 
Begins his journey in the dark, 
With crack of whip and ban-dog's bark, 
And jarring wheels, and children bawling. 
And voice of surly ostler, calling 
To post-boy, thro' the mingled din. 
Some message to a neighboring inn. 
Which sound confiis'dly in his ear; 
The lonely way's commencing cheer. 

With dull November's starless sky 
O'er head, his fancy soars not high. 
The carriage lamps a white light throw 
Along the road, and strangely shew 
Familiar things which cheat the eyes, 
Like friends in motley masker's guise. 
^< What's that ? or dame, or mantled maid, 
Or herdboy gather'd in his plaid. 
Which leans against yon wall his back ? 
No; 'tis in sooth a tiny stack 

u 2 
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Of tmrf <ir peat, at rooty wood. 

For cottage fire die winlar^s fiDod. — ^ 

^ Ha ! yonder shady nook disoorers 
A gentle pair of msdc knrefs. 
Oat on't ! a pair of hannkss cahres. 
Thro' stragi^ing bashes seen fay hahes. — >" 
^ What thii^ of stno^ onshapdy he%^ 
Appvoadies siowly on the li^t. 
That like a hundi-bad^d giant seems, 
And nonr is whitening in its beams? 
Tlsbat ahindy vhoae fanriy back 
Is bearing home a loaded sack. — ^ 

^ Whaf s dm, like qpots of lleckei'd smnr, 
Whidi on die raaf s wide m ar g in show ? 
Tb linen left to bkadi by n^hL* 

^ Gra'mercy on as ! see I r^t ? 
Some witdiis casting cantra^ there ; 
Tlie linen hovers in die air! — 
Pooh ! soon or lale all wonders oease^ 
We have bat scared a flodt of geese. — ^ 

Thus qBl &n>' life we do 
Of things dial are not what diey 
Ah! GooU we diere widi as di^ skMhe 
Dtvcst OS of oar rhralrd Cudi ! 
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And then belike, when chiming bells 
The near approach of waggon tells. 
He wistfiil looks to see it come, 
Its bulk emerging from the gloom. 
With dun tarpawling o'er it thrown, ' 
Like a huge mammoth, moving on. 

But yet more pleas'd, thro* murky air 
He spies the distant bonfire's glare ; 
And, nearer to the spot advancing. 
Black imps and goblins round it dancings; 
And, nearer still, distinctly traces 
The featured disks of happy faces. 
Grinning and roaring in thdr glory. 
Lake Bacchants wild of ancient story. 
And making^ murge<xis to the flame, 
As it were play-mate of their game. 
Full well, I trow, could modem stage 
Such acting for the nonce engage, 
A crowded audience every night 
Would press to see the jovial' sight; 
And this, from cost and squeezing fi^ 
November's nightly trav'llers see. 

Thro' village, lane, or hamlet goings 
The light from cottage window shewmg 

u 3 
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Its inmntfis at their evening &re» 
Bj rousing fire, and earthenware — 
And pewter trenchers on the sheli^— 
Harmless diqpUy of worldly pdf ! — 
Is transiait Tision to the eye 
Of hasty traVUer passing by; 
Yet mudi of pleasing import tdls, 
And chmsh'd in the fiuacy dwdl% 
Where sin^ile innocoice and mirth 
Endrde still die Gotta^ hearth. 
Aaross the road a fiery ^hte 
Dodi blacksmith's open Sxgb dedue^ 
Where fiimace-blastr and iranw^d 
Of hawners twaoB^ and all widm^ — 
The brawny mates thebr Ummbt pifnigy 
Froaa heated bw die red ^lai^ %JB^ 
And idle ndgUKwrs stamfing by 
W]& open moalii and daaAd eye^ 
Theroi^ and sooty walls widi sboce 
Of diain& and hocse^dioes stnifafad o'er» - 
An armory of suJliadsheei^ — 
AU momentlT are heard and ^seen. 



Nor does he often fial to iiiaet» 
lu market towaV daick oacrow street^ 
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(Even when the night on pitchy wings 
The sober hour of bed-time brings,) 
Amusement From the alehouse door, 
Having full bravely paid his score, 
Issues the tipsy artisan, 
With tipsier brother of the can. 
And oft to wile him homeward tries 
With coaxing words, so wond'rous wise ( 

The dame demure, from visit late. 
Her lantern borne before in state 
By sloven footboy, paces slow, 
With patten'd feet and hooded brow. 

Where the seam'd window-board betrays 
Interior light, full closely lays 
The eves-dropper his curious ear. 
Some neighbour's fire-side talk to hear; 
While, from an upper casement bending, 
A household maid, belike, is sending 
From jug or ewer a slopy shower. 
That makes him homeward fleetly scour. 
From lower rooms few gleams are sent. 
From blazing hearth, thro^ chink or rent ; 
But from the loftiesr chambers peer 
(Where damsels doff their gentle geer, 
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For rest preparing,) tq>ers bright^ 
Which give a momentary sight 
Of some &ir form with yisage glowing^ 
With looseh'd braids and tresses flowing. 
Who, busied, by the mirror stands, 
With bending head and up-rais'd hands. 
Whose moving shadow strangely falk 
With size enlarged on roof and walls. 
Ah ! lovely are the things, I ween. 
By arrowy Speed's light glam'rie seen I 
Fancy, so touch'd, will long retain 
That quickly seen, nor seen again. 

But now he spies the flaring door 
Of bridled Swan or gilded Boar, 
At which the bowing waiter stands 
To know th' alighting guest's commands. 
A place of bustle, dirt, and din. 
Cursing without, scolding within ; 
Of narrow means and ample boast, 
The traveller's stated halting post. 
Where trunks are missing or derang'd. 
And parcels lost and horses changed. 

Yet this short scene of noisy coil 
But serves our traveller as a foil. 
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Enhancing what succeeds, and lending 
A charm to pensive quiet, sending 
To home and friends, left far behind. 
The kindliest musings of his mind ; 
Or, should they stray to thoughts of pain, 
A dimness o'er the haggard train 
A mood and hour like this wiU throw, 
As vex'd and burthen'd spirits know. 

Night, loneliness, and motion are 
Agents of power to distance care ; 
To distance, not discard ; for then. 
Withdrawn from busy haunts of men. 
Necessity to act suspended. 
The present, past, and future blended, 
Like figures of a mazy dance. 
Weave round the soul a dreamy tranc^ 
Till joltmg stone, or turnpike gate. 
Arouse him firom the soothing state. 

And when the midnight hour is past. 
If thro' the night his journey last, 
When still and lonely is the road. 
Nor living creature moves abroad. 
Then most of all, like fiibled wizard^ 
Night slily dons her doak and vizard. 
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1 Ii« eyes ut cv'ry corner greettng. 

With some new slight of dextVous cheating. 

And cunningly his sight betrays, 

Ev^i with his own luaps* partial rays. 

The road, that in &ir simpk dqr 
Thro* pastureJand or com-fidds lay, 
A bi\ibni he^g^Htoar^s n^g^ sareoa 
Slurtin^ it» w«edr uarpn green, — 
With K^ii^>h$ pt«:yectiB^ inteilac 'd 
Wuh dkVHBi aftd hnar^ ^fisbnctiT tiar d 
i\ft (iie de«p sshfa^wTf at tikeo' badkp. 

vV i/ni^c ^4*4. ^aamir Smuk »mi^ 
^t .^utttr itt;:$> W 3ia9i: 3n0C 

\.j%.>A(dtrSs MESt -MK ^ttin i 

Wv .Utt^ot^ i>;t)is. 4|Ni» tfciar aiL 
^*KM artiHr«i >i^ 
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The steamy vapour that proceeds 
From moisten'd hide of weary steeds. 
And high on either hand doth rise, 
Like clouds, storm*drifted, past him flies; 
While liquid mire, by their hoof d feet 
Cast up, adds magic to the cheat. 
Glancing presumptuously before him, 
Like yellow diamonds of Cairtigorum. 

How many are the subtle ways. 
By which sly Night the eye betrays. 
When in her wild fantastic mood. 
By lone and wakeful trav'ller woo^d ! 
Shall I proceed? O no ! for now 
Upon the black horizon's brow 
Appears a line of tawny light; 
Thy reign is ended, witching Night ! 
And soon thy place a wizard elph, 
(But only second to thyself 
In glam'rie's art) will quietly take, 
Spreading o'er meadow, vale, and brake, 
Her misty shroud of pearly white : - 

« 

A modest, tho' deceitful wight. 
Who in a softer, gentler way. 
Will with the wakeful fancy play, 
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When knolls of woods, Am bases losii^ 
Are islands on a lake rqposii^ 
And streeted town, oThij^ puctcDO^ 
As ToUs away die Tqpoiir dens^ 
With all its wavy calling faiDow!^ 
Is bat a row of poDaid wiDows. — 
Ono! my trav^Der, still and 
A fiur frti^pniig way hadi gone ; 
His eyes are dsBDy he staxfv Us 
And fiilds his aooBS) and goes to 
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A SIMILE. 



I SAW the wild rose on its parent thorn, 

Half clos'd, soft blushing, ithro' the glitt'ring dew, 

Wave on the breeze, and scent the breath of mom ; 
Lelia, the lovely floVr resembled you. 

Scarce had it spread to meet the orb of day. 
Its fragrant beauties op'ning to the view, 

When rufiian blasts have torn the rose away; 
Lelia — alas ! it still resembles you ! 

So, torn, by wild and lawless passion's force. 
From every social tie, thy lot must be; 

At best oblivion shades thy future course. 
And still the hapless floVr resembles thee ! 
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TOMOEROW. 



How heavy falls the foot of time ! 
How slow the lingering quarters chimes 

Thro* anxious hours of long delay ! 
In vain we watch the silent glass. 
More slow the sands appear to pass, 

While disappointment marks thdr way. 

Tomorrtm — still the phantom flies. 
Flitting away befivre our eyes. 

Eludes our gnsp, is passed and gone ; 
Dau^ter of hqpe, ni^t o'er thee flings 
The shadow of her rwnsa wings. 

And in the monodii^ thoa art flown. 

Ddusive sprite ! firom day to day. 
We still pmsue thy pathfess way ; 

Thy promise broken o'er and o'er, 
Man still bdSeTes, and is diy slave; 
Nor ends the diase but in die graven 

For lbere» iomorrtjim is no «mw» t 
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ADDRESS 

TO THE NYMPH OF THE MOUNTAIN STREAM BETWEEN THE ARRO- 
CHAR AND CAIRNDOW, IN THE WESTERN HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 



N^YMPH of the mountain stream, thy foaming urn 
Wastes its pure waters on the rock below. 
There no green herbage can a leaf return, 
No plant can flourish, and no flower can blow ; 
Stem solitude, whose frown the heart appals, 
Dwells on the heath-clad hills around thy water-falls. 

* 

Yet, not in vain thy murm'ring fountain flows,— 

It cheers the wand'rer in the dreary waste. 

Awakes dull silence from his dead repose, 

And charms the ear of &ncy and of. taste ; 

For this, thegrateflil muse would round thee twine. 

The blushing desart rose, and lowly ^lantine. 

When distant far from this enchanting scene 

Of castles, winding straths, and tufted woods. 

From Lomond's &iry banks and islands green, 

His cloud-capt mountains and his silver floods, 

Mem'ry shall turn in many a waking dream. 

To meet thee, lonely nymph, beside thy mountain stream. 
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SONG. 



When hollow bursts the rushing wmds. 

And heavy beats the shower, 
This snxiousy aching bosom finds 
No comfort in its power. 

For ahy my love ! it little knows 
What thy hard fiite may be ; 

What bitter stxnrm of fortone Ucvws, 
What tempests trottbk thee. 

A wayward firte hath twin'd the duread 

di whidh our days depend. 
And *lM*l<wg in the dieqner'd shade 

She draws it to an end. 



But vriiaftsoe''er may be thy doom. 

The lot is cast fer me; 
Or in the worid, or indie tomb. 

My heart b fix^d on thee. 
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The sun declines, fais joyous course is o'er, 
And night creeps on the unwilling world once more ; 
Beneath the wave he sinks, but not to rest, 
For distant nations greet their welcome guest ; 
There morning glows whilst here it is not night. 
And round the wide world spreads the realm of light; 
O'er all the sky his blushing beams are thrown. 
The ocean smiles in glory not its own. 
Heaven weeps in dews o'er all the joys he shed, 
And light still lingers though the sun be fled ; 
So hope, when banish'd from her favorite home, 
The youthful heart, is forc'd for peace to roam. 
Deals not a sudden death-blow to the breast. 
But spreads her wing and leaves to time the rest; 
Still shines the soil where late her foot hath trod. 
And perfiunes scent her newly left abode ; 
The hues she lent still linger o'er each scene. 
Like beauty on the lips where death hath been ; 
But soon we mourn the kindly beam that shone. 
Night comes apace, our deity is gone. 
Thick chilling mists freeze up the shivering soul. 
And clouds on clouds their darker influence roll — 
Unlike the sun, Hope lights no bright'ning star 
To cheer our night when she is wandering far. 
Creation smiles while yet endures her reign, 
That o'er, she sets, and rises not again.. 
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■Friends I when I die, prepare my welcome grave 
Where the eternal ocean rolls his wave ; 
Rough tho* the blast, still let his freebom breeze. 
Which freshness wafts to earth from endless seas. 
Sigh o'er my sleep, and let his glancing spray, 
Weep tear-drops sparkling with an heavenly ray, 
A constant mourner then shall watch my tomb. 
And nature deepen while it soothes the gloom. 

O let that element whose voice had power 
To cheer my darkest, soothe my loneliest hour, 
Whidi thro' my life my ^irit lov'd so well. 
Still o'er my grave its tale of glory tell. 

The gen'rous ocean, whose proud waters bear 
The qpoil and produce they disdain to wear, 
Who6e wave daims kindred with the azure sk^ 
Ttom whom reflected stars beun j^orioiisly ; 
Emblem of God! unrhanging^ infimte^ 
Awful alike in lovdiDess and wif^t^ 
Rolls still untiring fike die tide of tine. 
Binds man to man and mii^es dune widi 
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And as the sun, which from each lake and stream 
Thro' all the world, where'er their waters gleam. 
Collects the cloud his heavenly ray conceals, 
And slakes the thirst which all creation feels, 
So ocean gathers tribute firosn each shone, 
To bid each climate know its want no more. 

Exil'd on earth, a fetter'd prisoner her^ 

Barr'd from all tr/easures which my h^surt holds dear. 

The kindred soul, the &ine my yovth dejsir'd. 

Whilst hope hath fled which once each vision fir'd ; 

Dead to all joy, still on my &ncy glow 

Dreams of delight whidii heaven*-wanl thoughts bestow. 

Not then in death shall I unconscious be 

Of that whose whispers are eternity 
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Tho' pleasures fiide, and wealth is gooes. 
And eyes, that once with fi»dness shone^ 

Look cold upon thee now ; 
Tho' sorrow still and miseTj 
Roll in like biDows finom the sea. 

And beat iqpon thy brow; 

Tho' earth, a waste of waters seem. 
And joy 's remembered as s dream 

Whidi smiPd and pass'd anrqr; 
Tho' fiuKy can no more r ri ait 
One scene to dieer diy dasken'd bkB^ 
Or paint one happy day; 



Tho* an aroond look wete and diill. 
And wretdhedneas and scaase of iU 

Make yoiidi an old ap 
In heavenno banenaesB 
Gaoe ap to yonder heavenly 
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TO COUNT 



ON THE DEATH OF HIS WIFE, 



When first I saw her, blushing like the rose. 
And tints of beau^ o'^ her forehead spread; 

E'en then I trembled for thy coming woes, 
And knew her number'd with the early dead. 

I saw the treach'rous lustre of her eye. 

Which seem'd firom youth and love its rays to gain. 
Foretell, how soon its living light would lie 

Extinguish'd, in the final scene of pain* 

On dewy lips of coral's ruddy red. 

Round which in dimples soft sweet graces play'd; 
I, doubting, fix'd a cause of anxious dread. 

And viewed their change, in death's pale hues array'd. 

Her faded form, the wreck of beauty's mould. 
Her lily hand, which thine so fondly press'd ; 

That health would ne'er return, these sadly told. 
And wak'd suspicions, hope in vain repress'd. 

X 3 
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Her playful fancy, memory's happy child 
From joys already prov'd, fair visions drew ; 

I felt them vain, yet such thy fears beguil'd, 
And love like thine deserved to find them true. 

Thy constant faith, no trying moment chill'd ; 

Each mournful duty seem'd a willing joy; 
Thy patient tenderness each office fill'd, 

Nor would for GabrieUe sti«ngers' hands employ. 

From day to* day, more certain signs exprest, 
No genial care could save the drooping flower ; 

Yet foster'd by thy hand, its fragrant breast 
'Still open'd to endure one iing'ring hour. 

That hour expired, thy Gabrielle's spirit fled ; 

A passing struggle shook her feeble firame, 
Pillow'd upon thy arms, she bowed her head, 

And flutt'ring, breathed a something like thy name. 

Nor. doubt her grateftil spirit shall retain, 
In realms of peace, affections justly thine; 

Refined and purified from earthly stain, 
Their date eternal, and their flame divine. 
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SIR MAURICE, 



A BALLAD, WRITTEN FOR, THIS COLLECTION. 



ISiR Maurice was a wealthy lord, 
He liv'd in the north countrie. 

Well would he cope with foe-man's sword. 
Or the glance of a lady's eye. 

Now all his armed vassals wait, 

A staunch and burly band, 
Before his stately castle's gate. 

Bound for the Holy Land. 

Above the spearmen's lengthen'd file, • 

Are figur'd ensigns flying ; 
Strok'd by their keeper's hand thewhiyLe, 

Are hamess'd chargers neighing. 

And looks of woe, and looks of cheer. 

And looks the two between, 
On many a warlike &ce appear. 

Where tears have lately been. 
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For all they love is left behind ; 

Hope beckons them before : 
Their parting sails spread to the wind. 

Blown from their native shore. 

Then thro' the crowded portal pass'd 

Six goodly knights and tall; 
Sir Maurice himself who came the last, 

Was goodliest of them all. 

And proudly rov'd his hasty eye 

O'er all the warlike train; — 
<< Save ye, brave comrades ! prosp'rously,- 

Heaven send us o'er the main I - 

** But see I right ? an armed band 
From Moorham's lordless hall ; 

And he who bears the high conmiand. 
Its ancient seneschal ! 

** Return ; your stately keep defimd; 

Defend your lady's bower. 
Lest rude and lawless hands should raid. 

That lone and lovely flower." «^ 
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^* God will defend our lady dear. 

And we will cross the sea. 
From slavery's chain, his lot severe. 

Our noble lord to firee.'* — 

" Nay, nay ! some wand'rlng minstrel's tongue, 

Hath fram'd a story y^ ; 
Thy lord, his liegemen brave among. 

Near Acre's wall was slain.'* — 

" Nay, good my lord ! for had his life 

Been lost on battle-ground. 
When ceas'd that fell and fatal strife. 

His body had been found." — • 

** No faith to such delusions give; 

His mortal term is past" — 
" Not so ! not so ! he is alive. 

And will be found at last I" 

These latter words right eagerly. 

From a slender stripling broke. 
Who stood the ancient warrior by. 

And trembled as he spoke. 
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Sir Maurice started at the sound, 

And all from top to toe 
The stripling 'Scann'd, who to the ground 

His blushing &ce bent low* 

^^ Is this thy kinsman, seneschal ? 

Thine own or thy sister's son ? 
A gentler page, in tent or hall. 

Mine eyes ne*er look'd upon.— 

^* To thine own home return, fiiir youth ! 

To thine own home return, 
Give ear to likely, sober truth. 

Nor prudent counsel ^um. 

« War suits thee not, if boy thou art; 

And if a sweeter name 
Befit thee, do not lightly part 

With maiden's honoured fame." 

He tum'd him from his liegem^i all. 
Who round their chieftain press'd; 

His very shadow on the wall 
His troubled mind exipress'd. 
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As sometimes slow and sometimes fast, 
. He paced to and fro, 
His plumy crest now upward cast 
In air, now drooping low. 

Sometimes like one in frantic mood, 
Short words of sound he utter'd, 

And sometimes, stopping short, he stood. 
As to himself he mutter'd* 

^^ A daughter's love, a maiden's pride ! 

And may they not agree ? 
Could man desire a lov'lier bride, 

A truer friend than she ?" 

^^ Down, cursed diought ! a boy's garb 

Betrays not wanUm will, 
Yet, sharper than an arrow's baib, 

That fear might haunt me stilL" 

He mi)itter'd long, then to the gate, 
Retum'd and lookM around. 

But the seneschal and his stripling mate 
Were no whene to be found. 
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With outward cheer and inward* smart. 

In warlike fair array, 
Did Maurice with his bands deparU 

And shoreward bent his way. 

Their stately ship rode near the port. 

The warriors to receive. 
And there, with blessings kind but short. 

Did friends of friends take leave. 

And soon they saw the crowded strand 
Wear dimly from their view. 

And soon they saw the distant land, 
A line of hazy blue. 

The white-sail'd sh^ widi &v*ring breen^ 

In all her gallant pride, 
Mov'd like the mistress of the seas, 

Tliat rippled fiur and wide. 



Sometimes wkh steady coarse sh< 
O'er wave and sarge careeriii|^ 

ScHuelimes with siddong mast she bent. 
Her wings the sea fc am '^lirfiiiig> 
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Sometimes, with poles and rigging bare, ^ 

She scudded before the blast, 
But safely by the Syrian shore, 

Her anchor dropt at last. 

What martial honours Maurice won, 
Join'd with the brave and great. 

From the fierce, faithless Saracen, 
I may not here relate. 

With boldest band on bridge or moat, * 

With champion on the plain, 
I' th' breach with clust'ring foes he fought^ 

Chok'd up with grizly slain. 

Most valiant by the valiant styi'd. 
Their praise his deeds proclaimed. 

And oft his liegemen proudly smiFd 
To hear their leader nam'd* 

But &te will quell the hero's strength. 

And dim the loftiest brow. 
And this, our noble ohie^ at length 

Was in the dust laid low. 
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lit: Im/ lim iurnp^ of detd heooA, 

A^ <>unk lif<t% flickering fbune, 
Ah4 iluHtglit it WM the tnmce of deatb, 
^Hirti M*c»r bU Nmuet came, 

Aiut whiMi ii|(iiin da/s Ueised ii^ 
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<< And I have wedded an En^h dame. 

And set her parent free ; 
And none, who wears an English name) 

Shall e'er be thrall'd by me. 

^^ For her dear sake I can endure 
All wrong, all haired smother ; 

Whatever I feel, thou art secure. 
As tho' thou wert my brother.** — 

^^ And thou hast wedded an English dame !'^ 

Sir Maurice said no more, 
For o'er his heart soft weakness came, 

He sigh'd and wept fuU sore. 

And many a dreary day and night 
With the Moslem chief stay'd he. 

But ne'er could catch, to bless his sight, 
One glimpse of the fair lady. 

Oft gazed he on h^ lattice high 

As he paced the court below. 
And tum'd his list'ning ear to try 

If word or accent low 
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Myit ntfmj readi Uiii dioe; and oft 
X ravened the gaiden gna^f 

Wottii^ her fcoCHqis snail and soft 
Mi^ on the turf be seen. 

And oft to MoofliaiD's lord he gave 
His list'nmg ear, who toldy 

Wow he became a wretched slave 
Within that Syrian hold; 

What time from liegemen parted fir. 

Upon the battle field. 
By stem and adverse fite of war 

He was obliged to yield : 

And how his daughter did by stealth 

So boldly cipss the sea 
With secret store of gather'd wealth. 

To set her fither free : 

And how into the foemen's hands 

She and her people fell ; 
And how (herself in captive bands) 

She sought him in his cell ; 
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And but a captive boy appeared, 

Till grief her sex betray'd, 
And the fierce Saracen, so fear'd I 

Spoke gently to the maid : 

How for her plighted hand sued he. 

And solemn promise gave, 
Her noble father should be free 

With ev'ry Christian slave; 

(For many there, in bondage kept, 

Felt the stern rule of vice ;) 
How, long she pondered, sorely wept. 

Then paid the fearful price. — 

A tale which made his bosom thrill. 

His &ded eyes to weep ; 
He, waking, thought upon it still, 

And saw it in his sleep. 

But harness rings, and the trumpet's bray 

Again to battle calls ; 
And Christian pow'rs, in grand array^ 

Are near those Moslem walls. 
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Sir Maurice heard; untoward fate ! 

Sad to be thought upon : 
But the castle's lord unlock'd its gate, 

And bade his guest be gone, 

<^ light thou for fidth by thee ador'd ; 

By thee so well maintain'd ! 
But never may this trusly sword 

With blood of thme be stain'd !" — 

Sir Maurice took him by the hand, 
" God bless thee too," — he cried ; 

Then to the nearest Christian band 
With mingPd feelings hied. 

The b)Etttle join'd, with dauntless pride 
'Gainst foemen, foemen stood; 

And soon tlie &tal field was dyed 
Witn many a brave man's blood. 

At length gave way the Moslem force ; 

Their valiant chief was slain; 
Maurice protected his lifeless corse, 

And bore it from the plain. 
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There's mournuag in the Moslem hallsy 

A dull and dismal sound : 
The lady left its 'leaguer'd walls,. 

And safe protection found* 

When months were past, the wklow'd dame 

Look'd calm and cheerfully; 
Then Maurice to her presence came, 

And bent him on his knee. 

What words of penitence or suit 

He utter'd, pass we by ; 
The lady wept, awhile was mute, 

Then gave this firm reply : 

^ That thou didst doubt my maiden pride 
(A thought that rose and vanish'd 
So fleetingly) I will not chide; 
'Tis from remembrance banish'd. 
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But thy fair fame, eam'd by that sword, 

Still spotless shall it be : 
I was the bride of a Moslem lord. 

And will never be bride to thee.'* 
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Soi&rm, tho' gentle, was her look, ^ 

Hope i' the instant fled : 
A solemn, dear fiurewell he took, 

And frqm her presence sped. 

And she a plighted nun became, 
God serving day and night; 

And be of blest Jerusalem 
A brave and zealous kni^t. 

But that their lot was one of woe, 

Wot ye, because of this 
Their sep'rate single state ? if so, 

In sooth ye judge amiss. 

She tends the helpless stranger's bed. 
For alms her wealth is stor'd; 

On her meek worth God's grace is shed, 
Man's gratefiil blessings pour'd. 

He still in warlike mail doth stalk. 

In arms his prowess prove ; 
And oft of siege or battle talk, 

And sometimes of his love. 
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She was the Surest of the fair^ 

The gentlest of the kind ; 
Search ye the wide world every where, 

Her like ye shall not find. 

She was the fairest, is the best, 
Too good for a monarch's bride ; 

I would not give her in her nun's coif dress'd 
For all her sex beside. 
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